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PREFACE. 


Tu E number of poetical performances which 
the literary world at preſent abounds with, render- 
ing it impoſſible for any but people of fortune to 
purchaſe, or find leiſure to peruſe a great part of 
them, it neceſſarily became a deſireable object for 
thoſe who were admirers of poetry, to be furniſhed 
with a Collection of well-choſen Pieces, which 
might accommodate them with ſome of the beſt 
poetical productions at an eaſy rate, and at the 
ſame time ſerve as a clue to guide them through 
the maze of writing, and afliſt in forming their 
judgement, by directing their choice to thoſe per- 
formances which were moſt curious, or beſt worthy 
their notice, amongſt the various productions of the 
age. A work of this kind may well be compared to 
a noſegay wherein the choiceſt flowers are ſeleQed, 
and preſented to a perſon's hand, without his 
having taken - the pains to cull them, or place 
them in that regular order, with contributes ſo 
much to their beauty. 

To expect that every piece of any merit ſhould 
be inſerted in ſuch a Collection, is to expect an 
impoſſibility 3 thoſe who have endeavoured to do it 
have failed in the attempt. It is hence, indeed, 
that ſome works of this nature which have lately 
appeared, have proved unſatisfactory, being car- 
ried to ſuch an extent as to ſubje& them to that 
very charge which the Editors have profeſſed it to 
be their chief ſtudy to avoid. 

To obviate objections of this kind, we have 
NY fit, in the wide field of poetry, to purſue. 

A a track 
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a track which might afford the moſt room to 

expatiate in, and convey at once the pleaſure of 
ſentiment with the beauty of variety to the reader. 

Love has been our theme, which reigns ſo uncon- 
trouled over the human mind, and is ſo various and 

powerful in its effects, that the poet juſtly calls it, 


— hat aſſion which refines the ſoul, 
Firſt made men heroes, and thoſe heroes gods ! 
Whoſe genial fires inform the ſluggiſh maſs, 

The rugged ſoften, and the tim'rous warm, 
Give wit to fools, and manners to the clown. 


A Collection of Love Talks and EL IESs, we 
concluded would furniſh an agreeable enter- 
tainment to the public, improving the genius by 

the peruſal of the works of the beſt authors who 
have written upon the ſubje&, at the ſame time 
that they might ſoothe the mind in the hours of 
eare, and exalt the ſentiments to a juſt degree 
of refinement. | { 

Some other pieces, ſuch as PasTorars and 
SonxETs, for variety's fake have alſo been admit- 
ted into this Collection; and the whole has been 
enriched with OxToIN ALS, which we hope will not 
prove unpleaſing to the reader. 1 
On the whole, we think we may venture to con- 
elude the plan of this work to be ſuch as is better 
calculated than moſt Collections of the kind, to 
anſwer the purpoſes above-mentioned; as to the 
merit of the execution, that muſt be left to the judge- 
ment of the candid reader to determine ; we ſhall 
only add, that we have made it our ſtudy, though 
we cannot. enfure ſucceſs, to ſpare no pains to 


deſerve it. 
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* MIRA AN N BLEGY., 


ON THE DEATH OF AN UNHAPPY renne LADY. 


H OW oft? to Mira has her favour'd youth 
Breath'd ſweeteſt vows of conſtancy and lovez © 

How oft” with joy admir'd her matchleſs truth, 
Whilſt at her feet the ſighing INS fore, 


- 


How oft? as dwelling on her heav'nly 1 
Where ev'ry glowing beauty was expreſs'd, 
Has he with extacy admir'd each grace, 
Each riſing virtue in her form confeſs'd ! 


| But what is all that love's rich ſtores beſtow, 
When angry Fate arreſts the ſhort-liv'd boaſt, - 


| What all the j joys the happieſt once could know, 
ms agroaaaaRd: 8 . 


B E & Alina, 
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O Mira, thou with ev'ry charm endu'd, 
SGhalt ſoothe no more thy hapleſs Damon's care, 
Unleſs in dreams or ſolemn viſions view'd, i 
Thy flitting ſhadow wings the midnight air. 


Ah! warm in youth, thou met'ſt a hapleſs doom, | 
Thy 3 ſun by envious night obſcur'd, ' + 


| Deſcending early to the ſilent tomb, 
The laſt ſad rites ſcarce to thy corſe ſecur'd. 


Cruel Izxne, where thy earlieſt breath 

Was drawn, near LIF rEL's clear, relucent wave, 
Her pointed rocks relentneſs wrought thy death, 

Her well-known land Oey ſcarce a grave. 


Yet, hapleſs nymph, far diſtant from thy urn, 
The nymphs and ſhepherds of our Al Riox weep, 
And ev'n the ſea-gods in their caverns mourn, 
And ſacred vigils to thy manes keep. | 


How 2 maſk HE, the lover whom thy heart 
Selected, partial, from the kneeling train, 


Expreſs the dreadful anguiſh of his heart, 
Deſcribe his.torture, or reveal his pain. 


When anxious ſighs diſtort the heaving breaſt, 
When the full heart is charg'd with heavy woes, 

Oft' is the ſtorm by reaſon's. pow'r ſuppreſs'd, 

If from the common cares of life it flows. 


But when ton lore, which brighteſt virtue rears, 


Aﬀelion matual, paſfon pure and chaſte, - 
Here the bi is fighs and burſt the flowing tan, 


The rats. ſurely ſhall for ever laſt, 


Such 


(3) 


Such Dauon%s "are l- The pomp of grief he feorns, 
The ſable garments ill his woes expreſs; © 
Who grieves in ſecret, who inceſſant mourns, _.. 

With tears unbid, in gloom unkhown to drefs. _. 


Thee, Mira! thee I call, but call in van, 

Though yet thy ſpirit hov*ring in the air, 

May view his grief, compaſſionate his pain, 
And wiſh to ſoothe him in his hours of care. 


Thee, Mixa, thee! for ever ſhall I mourn, 
Until, at laſt, I fink to death's dim ſnade, 
Then cloſe by thine be plac'd my fun'ral urn, 
Peaceful to ſleep amongft the ſilent dead. 
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HENRY AND E M N A; 
OR, THE NUT-BROWN AID. 

W HERE beauteous 1518 and her huſband Tan, 
With mingled waves for ever flow the fame, | | 


In times of yore, an ancient baron liv'd, 
Great gifts beſtow'd and great reſpect receiv'd. ? 


When dreadful Epward with ſucceſsful care, ; 
Led his free Britons to the Gallic war, 


This lord had headed his appointed bands, 


In firm aleginncs to hg king's commands, 


And (all due honours faithfully difcharg'd) 
Had brought back his FT coat enlarg'd ns 
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Withs ee werk, the vine of his toil, 
And no inglorious yy of foreign ſpoil. 


From the loud camp retir'd and ſplendid court, 
In honourable eaſe and rural ſport, 
The reinnant of his days he ſafely paſs'd, 
Nor found they lagg'd'too flow nor flew too faſt ; 
He made his wiſh with his eſtate comply, 
— to live, yet not afraid to die. 


One child he had, a e chaſte and fair, 

His age's comfort and his fortune's heir; 

They call'd her Euua; for the beauteous dame 

Who gave the virgin birth, had borne the name; 

The name th' indulgent father doubly lov'd, 

For in the child the mother's charms improv'd ; 

Yet as when little round his Knees. ſhe play'd, 

He call'd her oft, in ſport, his Nut-brown Maid, 
The friends and tenants took the fondling word, 

As ſtill they pleaſe, who imitate' their lord: 

Uſage confirm'd what fancy had begun, 

'The mutual terms around the lands were known, 

And Emma and the-Nut-brown Maid were one; 


As with her ſtature ſtill her charms increas'd, 
Through all the iſle her beauty was confeſs'd ; 
Oh! what perfection muſt that virgin ſhare, 
Who faireſt is eſteem'd where all are fair! 
From diſtant ſhires repair the noble youth, 
And find report for once had lefſen'd truth; 
By wonder firſt, and then by paſſion mov'd, 

They came, they ſaw, they marvePd, and they lov'd 
By public praiſes and by ſecret ſighs, 
Each own'd the general pow'r of Emma's eyes; 


— 
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In tilts and tournaments the valiant rohe f 

By glorious deeds to purchaſe Emma's love ; © 

In gentle verſe the witty told their flame, 

And grac'd their choiceſt ſong with Euua's name : 

In vain they combated, in vain, they writ,  _ 4 

| Uſeleſs their ſtrength, and impotent their wit; 
Great Venvs only muſt direct the dart, 1 


A 


Which elſe will never reach the fair one's heart, 
Spite of th' attempts of force and ſoft effects of art. 
Great Venus muſt prefer the happy one, 1 
In Henzy's cauſe her favour muſt be ſhown,” _. 
And Emma, of mankind, muſt love but him alone. 


While theſe in public to the caſtle came, 
And by their grandeur juſtify'd their flame, - 
More ſecret ways the careful HEN RT takes, 
His ſquires, his arms, and equipage forſakes, 
In borrow'd name, and falſe attire array'd, 

Oft' he finds means to ſee the beauteous maid. 


When Enn kinks: in huntſman's habit del, 

Henzy on foot purſues the bounding beaſt; 

In his right-hand his beachen pole he bears, 
And graceful at his fide his horn he wears; 
Still to the glade where ſhe has bent her way, 
With knowing ſkill he drives the future prey, 
Bids her decline the hill, and ſhun the brake, 
And ſhews the path her ſteed may ſafeſt take; 
Directs her ſpear to fix the flying wound, 
Pleas'd in his toils to have her triumphs crown'd, 
And blows her praiſes in no common ſound. - 


A falc'ner Henzxy is when Emma hawks, 
With her of tarſels and of lures he talks; _ 
„ Upon 


C 
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Upon his wriſt the tow'ring merlin ſtands, - 
Practis'd to riſe and ſtoop at her commands; 
And when ſuperior now the bird has flown, 
And headlong brought the rumbling quarry down, 
With humble rey'rence he accoſts the fair, 
And with the honour'd feather decks her hair ; 
Yet till as from the, ſportive field ſhe goes, 
His downcaſt eye reveals his inward woes, 


And by his look and ſorrow is expreſt, 
A nobler game purſu'd than bird or beaſt. 


A ſhepherd now, along the plain he roves, 
And with his jolly pipe delights the groves, 

The neighb'ring ſwains around the ſtranger throng, 
Or to admire, or ' emulate his ſong, | 
While with ſoft ſorrow he renews his lays, 

Nor heedful of their envy nor their praiſe ; 

But ſoon as Emma's eyes adorn the plain, 

His notes he raiſes to a nobler ſtrain, / 

With dutiful reſpe& and ſtudious fear, 

Leſt af careleſs ſound offend her ear. 


A fragile gypſey now the houſe he haunts, © 
And in wild phraſes ſpeaks diſſembled wants, 
With the food maids in palmiſtry he deals, 
Who tell the ſecret firſt which he reveals, 
Says who ſhall wed, and who ſhall be beguil'd, 
What groom ſhall get, and ſquire maintain the child; 
But when bright Euu would her fortune know, 
A ſofter look unbends his op'ning brow, | 

With trembling awe he gazes on her eye, 

And in ſoft accents forms the kind reply, 

That ſhe ſhall prove as fortunate as fair, 

And Hrigy 's choiceſt gifts are all reſerv'd for her. 
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Now oft' had Hint chang'd his ly diſguife, ' 
Unmark'd by all but beauteous Euua's eyes, 
Oft' had found means alone to ſee the dame, 

And at her feet to breathe his am*rous flame, 

And oft” the pangs of abſence to remove 

By letters, kind'in ters of love; N 

Till time and induſtry, the mighty two, 

That bring our wiſhes nearer to our view, 

Made him perceive that the inclining fair, 

Receiv'd his vows with no reluctant ear, 

That Venvs had confirm'd her equal reign, = 
And dealt to Emma's heart a ſhare of Henzv's pain, 


While Curip ſmil'd, by kind occafion'bleſs'd, 
And, with the ſecret kept, the love increas'd, 
The am'rous youth frequents the ſilent groves, 

And much he meditates, for much he loves 
He loves tis true, and is belov'd again, | 
Great are his joys; but will they long remain? 
EMMa, with ſmiles, receives his preſent flame: 
But, ſmiling; will ſhe ever be the fame. FUE v1 
Beautiful looks are ruPd by fickle minds, 
As ſummer ſeas are turn'd by ſudden winds ; 
Another love may gain her eaſy youth, © 
Time changes thought, and W 16 46a truth; 
Oh ! impotent eftate of human life, T 
Where hope and fear maintain eternal ſtrife, 
Where fleeting joy does laſting doubt infpire, 
And moſt we queſtion what we moſt defire ; 1 
Amongſt thy various gifts, great Heav'n beſtow 
Our cup of love unmix'd ! Forbear to throw. © © 
Bitter ingredients in; nor pall the draught 
wk nauſeous grief; for our ill-judging thought 
'B4 WP 


[8] 3 
Heroby e. enjoys the pleaſurable taſte, 
Or deems it not u or fears it N laſt. 


With wiſdom msd, with — oppreſ's, 
(Alternate tyrants of the human breaſt) - 
By one great trial he reſolves to prove 
The faith of woman, and the force of love. 
If, ſcanning Emma's, virtues, he may find, 
That beauteous frame incloſe a ſteady mind, 
He'll fix his hopes of happineſs ſecure, 
And live a ſlave to Hrurx's happy pow'r ; 
But if the fair-one, as he fears, is frail, | 
If pois'd aright in reaſon's equal ſcale,  - c 
Light fly her merits, and her faults prevail, 
His mind he vows to free from am'rous care, 
The latent miſchief from his heart to tear, 
Reſume his azure D and ſhine again in war. 


South of the caſtle in a oa glade, | 
A ſpreading beech extends her friendly ſhade ; 
Here oft” the nymph his breathing vow had heard, 
How oft” her ſilence had her heart declar'd 
As active ſpring awak'd her infant buds, l 
And genial life inform'd the verdant woods, 
Henzy in knots involving Emma's name, | 
Had half expreſs'd, and half conceal'd his flame, 
Upon this tree; and as the tender mark 
Grew with the year, and widen'd with the bark. 
Venus had heard the virgin's ſoft addreſs, _ 
That as the wound, the paſſion might increaſe. 
As potent Nature ſhed her kindly ſhowers, ' 
And deck'd the op'ning mead with various flow'rs, 
Upon this tree the nymph's obliging care, 
* left a frequent wreath for Hznzr's —_— 4 
ic 
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Which as with gay delight the lover found, 
Pleas'd with his conqueſt, with her preſent crown'd. 
Glorious through all the plains he oft” had gone, ! 
And to each ſwain the myſtic honour ſhewn, 
The gift ſtill prais'd, the giver ſtill unknown. 
His ſecret note the troubled Henzxy writes, 
To the known tree the lovely maid invites; 
Imperfe& words and dubious terms expreſs, | 
That unforeſeen miſchance diſturb'd his peace, 


That he muſt ſomething to her ear commend, 
On which her conduct and his life cope” 


Soon as the fair-one had the note receiy'd, 

The remnant of the day alone ſhe griev'd. 

Far diff*rent this from ev'ry former note, 

Which love had dictated, and Henzr wrote, 

Which told her all his future hopes were laid, 

On the dear boſom of his Nut-brown Maid. 

Which always bleſs'd her eyes and own'd her pay | 

And bade her ſoft adieu, yet added more. 

Now night advanc'd : the houſe in fleep were laid, 

The nurſe experienc'd and the prying maid ; | 

And laſt that ſprite which does inceſſant haunt 

The lover's ſteps, the ancient maiden aunt. ooh 

To her dear Henzy, Emma wings her way, 

With quicken'd pace repairing forè d delay. 

For love, fantaſtic pow'r, that is afraid 

To ſtir abroad till watchfulneſs be laid, 

Undaunted then o'er cliffs and valleys ſtrays, 

And leads his vot'ries ſafe through pathleſs ways. 

Not Azxcvs with his hundred eyes ſhall find 

Where Curip goes, though he, poor guide, is blind. 

The maiden firſt arriving, ſent her eye 

To aſk if yet its chief delight were We? L pay 
1 
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With fear and with deſire, with joy and pain, 
She ſees, and runs to meet him on the plain 
But oh! his ſteps proclaim no lover's haſte, 

On the low ground his fix d regards are caſt; 

His artful boſom heaves diſſembled ſighs, © 

And tears ſubornꝰd fall copious from . 


With eaſe, it Wh we credit what we love, 
His painted grief does real forraw move 
In the afflicted fair, adown her 'cheek + . 
Trickling, the genuine: tears their current break. 
Attentive ſtood the mournful nymph---the man 
Broke ſilence firſt tins tale alternate ran. 


H E NR v. 


Sincere, O . haſt thou felt a pain, 
Eu ua, beyond what woman knows to feign: 
Has thy uncertain boſom ever ſtrove 
With the firſt tumults of a real love? 
Haſt thou now dreaded, and now blefs'd his ſway, 
By turns averſe, and joyful to obey de 
Thy virgin ſoftneſs haſt thou e'er bewail'd; . 
As reaſon yielded, and as love prevail'd ? 
And wept the potent god's reſiſtleſs dart, 
His killing pleafure, his extatic ſmart, _ 1 
And heav'nly poiſon thrilling thro” thy heart. 
If fo, with pity view my wretched ſtate,. 
At leait deplore, and- then forget my fate; 
For ſome more happy knight r:ferve thy charms, 
By fortune favour'd and ſucceſsful arms 
And only, as the ſun's revolving . ray, 
Brings back each year, this melancholy day 
Permit one ſigh, and ſet apart one tear 
To an abandon'd Exile's endleſs care. For 
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For me, alas! outcaſt of human race, | 
Love's anger only walts, and dire diſgrace: _ , 
For lo! theſe hands in murder are imbru'd, 

Theſe trembling feet by juſtice are purſu'd, a 
Fate calls aloud and. haſtens me away, 9 4A 
A ſhameful death attends my longer ſtaʒ 
And I this night muſt fly from thee 'and love; -: 1 
Condemmn'd, in l _— a ao per dy to-rove. 


B M M 4. 8 22 — 
2 F „V ; 

What is our / that elricagorks: with the n 
And day of life, hat darkens ere tis non? 
What is true paſſion, if unbleſt it dies? Of 
And where is Emma's joy, if Hr flies? 
If love, alas | be pain; the pain I bear n iT 
No thought can figure, and no tongue declare 
Ne'er faithful woman felt, nor falſe one feign'd, 

The flames which long have in my boſom reign'd ; 

The god of love himſelf inhabits there, 

With all his rage, and dread, and grief and 5 

His complement of ſtores and total war. 4 

O ceaſe then coldly to ſuſpect my love, 24 
And let my deed at leaſt my faith approve. '  -- 

Alas! no youth ſhall' my endearments ſhare, — 

Nor day nor night ſhall interrupt my care; * 

No future ſtory ſhall with truth upbraid, L 

The cold indie rence of the Nut-brown Maid ; * 

Nor to hard baniſhment ſhall HENaY run, 

While careleſs Emma ſleeps on beds of down: 

View me refolv'd where'er thou lead'ſt to go, 

Friend to thy pain and partner of thy woe ; 

For. J atteſt fair Venus and her ſon, 
That I, of all mankind, will love but thee alone. 
HENRY. 


Te } 
HENRY. 


Let prudence yet obſtrud thy nnn may; 
And take good heed what men will think and ſay: 
That; beauteous EuuA vagrant courſes took, 
Her father's houſe and civil life forſook. ; 

That, full of youthful blood, and fond of man, 
She to the woodland with an exile ran. 

Reflect that leſſen'd fame is ne'er regain'd, 

And virgin honour gnce is always _ 

Timely advis'd, the coming evil 

Better not do the deed than weep it SON ye. 

No penance can abſolve our guilty fame, 

Nor tears that waſh out /in can waſh out ame; 
Then fly the bad effects of deſp'rate love, 

And leave a baniſh'd man thro? lonely woods to rove. 


EMMA. 


| Emma's hapleſs caſe be falſely told, 

By the raſh young or the ill-natur'd old; 

Let ev'ry tongue its various cenſures chuſe, 

Abſolve with coldneſs, or with ſpite accuſe ; 

Fair truth, at laſt, her radiant beams will raiſe, 

And malice vanquiſh'd, heightens virtue's praiſe. 

Let then thy favour but indulge my flight, 

And let my preſence make thy travels light, 

And potent Venvs ſhall exalt my name 

Above the rumours of cenſoi ious fame, 

Nor from that buſy Dzmon's reſtleſs pow'r, 

Will ever Euu other grace i nplore, | | 

Than that this truth ſhould to the world be known, 

That ſhe, of all mankind, — lov'd but thee alone. 
HENRY, 
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But can'ſt thou wield the ſword and bend the bow 
With active force repel the ſturdy foe? . | 4 
When the loud tumult ſpeaks the battle nigh, 
And winged deaths in whiſtling arrows fl, 
Wilt thou, though wounded, yet undaunted ſtay, 
Perform thy part, and ſhare the dang'rous day? 
'Then as thy ſtrength decays, thy heart will fail, 
Thy limbs all trembling, and thy cheeks all pale 
With fruitleſs ſorrow, thou, inglorious maid 1 
Wilt weep thy ſafety by thy love betray'd ; | 
Then to thy friend, with foes o'ercharg'd, deny 
Thy little uſeleſs aid, and coward fly; ; 
Then wilt thou curſe. the chance that made thee lore 
A baniſh'd man, condemn'd i in lonely woods to rove. 


E MM A. 


With fatal certainty, Tuarzsrais knew 
To ſend the arrow from the twanging yew; | 
And great in arms, and foremoſt in the war, 
Bonpvuica brandiſh'd high the Britiſh ſpear. 
Could thirſt of vengeance and deſire of fame, 
Excite the female breaſt to martial flame, 
And ſhall not Love's diviner pow'r inſpire, 
More hardy virtue and more gen'rous fire! 

Near thee, miſtruſt not, conſtant Pl abide, 
And fall or vanquiſh, fighting by thy ſide. 
Though my inferior ſtrength may not allow, 
That I ſhould bear or draw the warrior bow, 
With ready hand I will the ſhaft ſupply, 
And joy to ſee thy victor arrows fly; 


Touch'd 


11 


Touch'd in the battle by the hoſtile reed, 

Should'ſt thou (but Heawn avert it !) ſhould'ſ thou 
bleed ! OY 

To ſtop the wound, my fineſt lawn T'd tear, 

Bathe them with tears, and wipe them with my hair, 

Bleſt when my dangers and my toils have ſhewn, 

— I, of all TITS; could W but thee alone. 


HENRY. 


=, 


But canſt thou, tender sid 8 ſuſtain 
Afflictive want, or hunger's preſſing pat 

Thoſe limbs in lawn; or ſofteſt ſilk arr 74 
From ſun- beams guarded, and of winds "Afraid, 
Can they bear angry Jovzs ? Can they reſiſt 

The parching dog-ſtar and the bleak north-eaſt ;_ 
When child by adverſe ſnows and beating rain, 
We tread with weary ſteps the loneſome plain ; 
When with hard toil we ſeek our ev'ning food, . 
Berries and acorns, from the neighb'ring wood; 

And find among the cliffs no other houſe, 

But the thin covert of fome gather'd boughs ; - 
Wilt thou not then reluctant ſend thine eye 

Around the dreary wafte, and weeping try 

(Though then, alas! that trial be too late) g 


To find thy father's hoſpitable gate, 

And ſeats where eaſe and plenty brooding ſate ? 
Thoſe ſeats, whence long excluded thou muſt mourn, 
That gate, for ever barr'd to thy return? * 
Wilt thou not then bewail ill-fated love, 
And hate a baniſh'd man, condemn'd in woods to rove ? 


n M M A. 
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Thy riſe of 8 did 1 only wed, 
From its decline determin'd to recede ? 
Did I but purpoſe to embark with then 
On the ſmooth ſurface of a ſummer's ſea, 
While gentle zephyrs play in proſp'rous gales, 
And Fortune's fayour fills the ſwelling fails, 
But would forſake the ſhip, and make the ſhore - 
When the winds whiſtle, and the tempeſts . 5 
No, HEX RT, no! one ſacred oath has ty d 7 
Our loves; our deſtiny one fate ſhall guide, | 
Nor wild, nor deep, our common way diyide. p 

When from the cave thou riſeft with the day, 
To beat the woods, and rouſe the bounding prey, 
The cave with moſs and branches I'll adorn, 
And chearful ſit, to wait my lord's return, 
And when thou frequent bring'ſt the ſmitten deer, 
(As ſeldom, archers ſay, thy arrows err) | 
Pl fetch quick fuel from the neighb'ring wood 
And ftrike the ſparkling flint, and dreſs the food ; 
With humble duty and officious haſte, 
PII. cull the fartheſt mead for thy repaſt; / 
The choiceſt herbs I to thy board will bring, 
And draw thy water from the freſheſt ſpring ; 
And when, at night, with weary toil. oppreſt, 
Soft flumbers thou enjoy'ſ and wholeſome reſt, 
Watchful PlI guard thee, and with. midnight pray'r , 
Weary the heav'ns to keep thee in their care; 
And joyous aſk, at morn's returning ray, Bo 
If thou haſt health, and I may bleſs the day, — 
My thoughts ſhall fix, my lateſt with depend ' 
On thee, guide, guardian, kinſman, father, friend ! 

By 


5 
By all theſe ſacred names be HzNaY known — | 
f 


To Euma's heart, and, grateful, let him own, 
That ſhe, of all mankind, "could love but him alone. 


HENRY. 


Vainly thou tell'ſt me what the woman's care 
1 Shall in * wildneſs of the woods prepare. 
1 Thou, ere thou goeſt, unhappieſt of thy kind! 
Muſt leave thy habit and thy ſex behind, 
10 No longer ſhall thy comely treſſes break 
— 1 In flowing ringlets on thy ſnowy neck, _ 017 
9 Or ſit behind thy head, an ample round | 
10 In graceful braids with various ribbands bound... 
1 | No longer ſhall the boddice aptly lac'd, . 
From thy full boſom to thy ſlender waiſt, 
That air and harmony of ſhape expreſs, 
Fine by degrees, and beautifully leſs ; 
Nor ſhall thy lower garments artful plait, 
From thy fair ſide dependant to thy feet, 
Arm their chaſte beauties with a modeſt pride, 
And double ev'ry charm they ſeem to hide; 
Th' ambroſial plenty of thy ſhining hair 
Cropt off and loſt, ſcarce lower than thy ear, 
Shall ſtand uncouth; a horſeman's coat ſhall hide 
Thy taper ſhape and comelineſs of ſide; ; | 
The ſhort trunk-hoſe ſhall ſhew thy foot and knee 
Licentious, and to common eye · ſight free; 
And with a bolder ſtride and looſer air, 
Ni Mingled with men, a man thou muſt appear. 
Wl - Nor ſolitude, nor gentle peace of mind, 
0 (Miſtaking maid !) ſhalt thou in foreſts find ;--- 
+ *Tis long ſince CV NTH and her train were there, 
Or guardian gods made innocence their care, 
Vagrants 


14 5 þ 7 
Vagrants and outlaws ſhall offend thy vie, ; 
For ſuch muſt be my friends. -a hideous crew I- 
By adverſe fortune fix'd in ſocial ill, q 
Train'd to affault and diſciplin'd to kill: 
Their common loves, a lewd, abandon'd pack, 
The beadle's laſh ſtill flagrant on their back; 
By ſloth corrupted, hy diſorder fed, 
Made bold by want, and proſtitute for bread : 
With ſuch muſt Emma paſs the tedious day, 
Aſſiſt their violence, and divide their prey; 
With ſuch ſhe muſt return at ſetting light, 
Though not partaker, witneſs of their night. 
Thy ear inur'd to charitable ſounds, 
And pitying love, muſt feel the hateful wounds 
Of jeſt obſcene, and vulgar ribaldry, 2 
The ill-bred queſtion ie. he lewd reply;  —_ 
Brought by long habitude from bad to worſe, © 
Muſt hear the frequent oath, the direful curſe, 
That lateſt weapon of the wretch's war, 
And blaſphemy, the comrade of deſpair. 


Now, Emma, now, the laſt. reflexion make, 
What thou would'ſt follow, what thou muſt forſake 7 - 
By our ill-omen'd ſtars and adverſe heav'n, 
No middle object to thy choice is . , 
Or yield thy virtue, to attain thy lo,, 
Or leave a baniſh'd man, condemn'd in woods to rove;. 


E-M M A. 


O grief of heart! that our unhappy fates, - ' 
Force thee to ſuffer what thy honour hates, 
Mix thee among the bad, or make thee run 
Too near the paths which virtue bids thee ſhun; 

C 


Yet 
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Yet with her HENRY {till let Euu go, 
With him abhor the vice, but ſhare the woc; 
And ſure my little heart can never err, 
Amidſt the worſt, if Hzxnzv ſtill be there. 


Our outward act is prompted from within, 
And from the ſinner's mind proceeds the ſin; 
By her own choice free virtue is approv'd, 
Nor by the force of outward objects mov'd ; 
Who has aſſay'd no danger, gains no praiſe. 
In a ſmall iſle amidſt rhe wideſt ſeas, 5 
Triumphant conſtancy has fix'd her ſeat, | J 


In vain the ſyrens ſing, the tempeſts beat, 
Their flatt'ry ſhe rejects, nor fears their threat. 


For thee alone theſe little charms I dreſs'd, 
Condemn'd them, or approy'd them by thy teſt ; 
In comely order rang'd, my jewels ſhone, 

Or negligently plac'd for thee alone; 

For thee again they ſhall be laid aſide, 

The woman, Henzy, ſhall put off her pride 
For thee. ;---my cloaths, my ſex exchang*d for 23 f 


Pl mingle with the people's wretched lee, 
O line extreme of human infamy ! 
Wanting the ſciſſars, with theſe hands I'll tear 
(If that obſtructs my flight) this load of hair; 
Black ſoot or yellow walnut) ſhall diſgrace 
The little red and white of Emma's face: 
Theſe nails with ſcratches ſhall deform my breaſt, 
Leſt by my look or colour be expreſs'd | 
The look of aught high-born, or ever better dreſt; 
Yet, in this commerce, under this diſguiſe, 
Let me be graceful till in Henzr's eyes; 


Loſt 
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Loſt to ll let me to him be known, 
My fate I can abſolve, if he ſhall own, | 


Thar luring al mating, Faw Int ha lone 
HENRY. 


O wildeſt thought of an abandon'd mind 
Name, habit, parents, woman, left behind ; 
Ey'n honour dubious, thou preferr'ſt to go, 
Wild to the woods with me :---ſaid Emma ſo? 
Or did I dream what Emma never ſaid? 
O guilty error! and O wretched maid, _ had 
Whoſe roving fancy would reſolve the ſame, c 


With him who next ſhould tempt her eaſy fame, 

And blow with empty words the ſuſceptible flame. 

Now why ſhould doubtful terms the mind perplex, 

Confeſs thy frailty, and avow the ſex ; 

No longer looſe deſires for conſtant love/ - 

Miſtake ; but ſay tis man with whom thou long'ſt to 
rove. 


EMMA. 

1 there no poiſons, racks, nor flames and ſwords, 
That ExMa thus muſt die by Hsnzy's words? 
Yet what could ſwords or poiſons, racks or flame, 
But mangle and disjoint this brittle frame, 


More fatal Hznzr's words; they murder EMma's 7 
fame. 


And fall theſe ſayings from that gentle tongue, 
Where civil ſpeech and ſoft perſuaſion hung; 
Whoſe artful fweetneſs and harmonious ſtrain, 


Courting m ce, yet courting it in vain ; q 
K ä | 92 Call'd 
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Call'd Gghs ans tears, and wither to tis aid, 12 3 


And whilſt it Henxy's glowing flame convey'd, 
Still blam'd the co/dneſs of the Nut-brown Maid? 


Let envious jealouſy, and canker'd ſpite, | 
Produce my actions to the cleareſt light, 
And tax my open day or ſecret night : 

Did e'er my tongue ſpeak my unguarded heart 

The leaſt inclin'd to play the tbanton's part? 

Did e'er my eye one inward thought reveal, 

Which angels might not hear, and virgins tell ? 

And haſt thou, HENRY, in my conduct known, | 
One fault but that which I muſt ever own, 
That I, of all mankind, have lov'd but thee alone, 


HENRY. 


Vainly thou talk'ſt of loving me alone ; 
Each man is man, and all our ſex is one: 
Falſe are our words, and fickle is bur nnd. 
Nor in Love's ritual can we ever find, 
Vows made to laſt, or promiſes. to bind. 


By nature prompted, and for empire made, 
Alike by ſtrength or cunning we invade ; 
When arm'd with rage, we march againſt the foe, 
We lift the battle-axe, and draw the bow ; 
When fir'd with paſſion, we attack the fair, 
Deluſive ſighs, and brittle vows we bear ; 
Our falſehood and our arms have equal uſe, 
As they our conqueſt or delight produce. 
The. fooliſh heart thou gav'ſt, again receive, 


The only boon-departing love can give. 
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To be leſs wretched, be no longer true; re 
What ſtrives to fly thee, why ſhould'ſt thou = 
Forget the preſent flame, indulge a new. 
Single the lovelieſt of the am'rous youth, 

Aſk for his vow, but hope not for his truth 

The next man and the next thou ſhalt — 

Will pawn his gods, intending to deceive, } 
Will kneel, implore, perſiſt, o'ercome, and leave. 
Hence let thy Curio aim his arrows right; 

Be wiſe and falſe; ſhun trouble, ſeek delight; t 
Change thou. the firſt, nor wait thy lover's Sake. 


Why ſhoul&' thou weep ? Let Nature judge our 
caſe ; 
I ſaw thee young and fair, purſu'd the chace 
Of youth and beauty ; I another ſaw 
Fairer and younger ; yielding to the law 
Of our all-ruling mother, I purſu'd _ + 
More youth, more beauty: bleſt viciſſitude! 
My active heart ſtill keeps its priſtine. — 
The object alter'd, the deſire the ſame. 


This younger, fairer, pleads her rightful charms, 
With preſent pow'r compels me to her arms; 
And much I fear, from my ſubjected mind, 
(If beauty's force to conſtant love can bind) 
That years may roll, ere, in her turn, the maid 
Shall weep the fury of my love decay'd, 
And weeping follow me, as thou doſt now, 
With idle clamours of a broken vow. 


. 


Nor can the wildneſs of thy wiſhes err 


So wide, to hope that thou may'ſt live with her; 
| C 3 2 65 ä 
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Love, well thou know'ſt, no partnerſhip allows, 
Cvyy averſe, rejects divided vows. 

Then from-thy fooliſh heart, vain maid, remove W. 
An uſeleſs ſorrow, and an ill-ftarr'd love, 
And leave me with the fair at large in woods to rove. 


* 
* 


EMMA 


A1 we * lite rough one great error led? _ 
Is each man perjur'd, and each nymph betray'd ? 
Of the ſuperior ſex art thou the worlt, 
And Jof mine the moſt completely curſt ? 
Vet let me go with thee, and going prove, 
From what I will endure, how much I love. 


This potent beauty, this triumphant fair, 

This happy object of our diffrent care, 

Her let me follow, her let me attend, 

A ſervant (ſne may ſcorn the name of friend) 

What ſhe demands inceſſant I'Il prepare, 

PI! weave her garland, and PI plait her hair; 
My buſy diligence ſhall deck her board, 

(For there, at leaſt, I may approach my lord) 

And when her Hzenzy's ſofter hours adviſe | | 


His ſervant's abſence ; with dejected eyes, 
Far PII recede, and ſighs forbid to riſe. 


Yet, when increaſing grief brings ſlow diſeaſe, 
And ebbing life. on terms ſevere as theſe, 
Will have its little lamp no longer fed, | 
When Henzxy's miſtreſs ſhews him Emma dead, 
Reſcue my poor remains from vile neglet, 


With virgin honours let my hearſe be deck'd, = 
| And 
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And decent emblems; and at leaſt perfuade 

This happy nymph, that EuuA may be laid 
Where thou dear author of my death, where be - 
With frequent eye my ſepulchre may ſee ; 

The nymph among her joys may haply breathe 

One pious ſigh, reflecting on my death, 

And the ſad fate which the may one day prove, 
Who hopes from Hznzy”'s vows eternal love; 

And thou, forſworn, thou, cruel, as thou art ! 

If Emma's image ever touch'd thy heart, 
Thou ſure muſt give one thought, and drop one tear, 
For her whom love abandon'd to deſpair ; | 
To her, who dying, on the wounded ſtone, 
Bade it in laſting characters be known, [ 
That, of mankind, ſhe loy'd but thee alone, 


HENRY. 


Hear, ſolemn Heav'n, and, conſcious Venus, hear! 
And thou, bright maid ! believe me, whilſt I ſwear, 
No time, no change, no future flame ſhall move, 
The well-plac'd baſis of my laſting love. | 
O pow'rful virtue! O victorious fair! : 
At leaſt excuſe a trial too ſevere, c 
Receive the triumph, and forget the war, 


No baniſh'd man, condemn'd in woods to rove, 
Intreats thy pardon, and implores thy love ; 
No perjur'd knight deſires to quit thy arms, 
Faireſt collection of thy fex's charms! 
Crown of my love and honour of my youth, 
Henzy, thy Henzy, with eternal truth, 
As thou may'ſt wiſh, ſhall all his life employ, 
And found his glory in his Emma's joy. 


[4] 


* me behold the potent Epcar's heir, 
Illuſtrious earl! — him terrible in war 
Let Lov nx confeſs, for ſhe has felt his ſword | . 
And trembling fled before the Britiſh lord. | 
Him great in peace and wealth fair Deva knows, 
For ;ſhe amidſt his ſpacious meadows flows, 
Inclines her urn upon his fatten'd lands, 
And ſees his num 'rous ock! imprint her ſands. 


* thou, my fair, my dove, ſhall raiſe thy thought 
To greatneſs next to empire, ſhalt be brought 
With ſolemn pomp to my paternal ſeat, | 
Where peace and plenty on thy word ſhall wait: 
Muſic and ſong ſhall wake the marriage day, 

And while the prieſts accuſe the bride's delay, 
Myrtles and roſes ſhall obſtru& the way. 


Friendſhip ſhall. ſtill thy ev'ning feaſts adorn, 

And blooming peace ſhall ever bleſs thy morn; 
Succeeding years their happy race ſhall run, 

Till age unheeded by delight come on, 

While yet ſyperior Love ſhall mock its pow'r z 

And when old time ſhall turn the fated hour, 
Which only can our well-ty'd knot unfold, 

What reſts of both, one ſepulchre ſhall hold. 


Hence then for ever from my Emma's breaſt, 
(That heav'n of ſoftneſs and that ſeat of reſt) 
Ye doubts and fears, and all that know to move | 


Tormenting grief, and all that trouble love, 
Scatter'd by winds recede, and wild in foreſts rove. 


8 i m7 EMM A. 
Q day the faireſt ſure that ever roſe, 
Period and end of anxious Emma's woes, 


— 
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Sire of her joy, and ſource of her delight, 
_ O! wing'd with pleaſure take thy happy fight, 

And give each future morn a tincture of thy white. 
Yet tell thy vot'ry, pow'rful queen of love, _ 
Hex RT, my HZ NR, will he never rove ?- - 

Will he be ever kind, and juſt, and good, 

And is there then no miſtreſs in the wood? | 
None, none there is! The thought was raſh and yain, 
A falſe idea, and a fancy'd pain: 

Doubt ſhall for ever quit my ſtrengthen'd heart, 
And envious jealouſy's corroding ſmart, 

Nor other inmate ſhall inhabit there; 

But ſoft belief, young joy, and pleaſing care. 


Hence let the tides of plenty ebb and flow, 
And Fortune's various gale unheeded blow, 
If at my feet the ſuppliant goddeſs ſtands, 
And ſheds her treaſure with unweary'd hands; 
Her preſent favour cautious Pl embrace, 
And not unthankful uſe the proffer'd proces 
If ſhe reclaims the temporary boon, 
And tries her pinions flutt'ring to be gone, 
Secure of mind, I'll obviate her intent, 
And, unconcern'd, return the goods ſhe lent ; 
Nor happineſs can I, nor mis'ry feel, 
From any turn of her fantaſtic wheel: 
Friendſhip's great laws, and Love's ſuperior pow'rs, 
Muſt mark the colour of my future hours, | 
From thoſe events which thy commands create, 
I muſt my bleſſings or my ſorrows date, 2 
And HENR 's will muſt dictate Emma's fate. | 


Yet, while with cloſe delight and inward pride ! 


" hich from the world my careful ſoul ſhall * : 
| ee 
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I ſee thee, lord and end of my deſire, 
Exalted high as virtue can require; 

With pow'r inveſted, and with pleaſure win, 
Sought by the good and by th* oppreſſor fear'd, 
Loaded and bleſt with all the affluent ſtore, 
Which human vows at holy ſhrines implore, 
Grateful and humble, grant me to employ 

My life, ſubſervient only to thy joy, 

And at my death to bleſs thy kindneſs ſhewn 
To her, who of mankind could love but thee alone. 


THE DESPAIRING SHEPHERD. 


A LEXIS ſhunn'd his fellow ſwains, 
Their rural ſports and jocund ſtrains; + 
(Heav'n guard us all from Curib's bow!) 
He loſt his crook, he left his flocks, 
And wand'ring o'er the lonely n 
He nouriſh'd endleſs woe. 


The nymphs and ſhepherds round him PRs 
His grief ſome pity, others blame : 
The fatal cauſe all kindly ſeek : 
He mingled his concern with theirs, 
He gave them back their friendly tears ; 


He ſigh'd; but would not ſpeak. 


CLoxinDa came among the reſt ; 
She too a kind concern expreſs'd, 
And aſk'd the reaſon of his woe : 
* She aſk'd, but with an air and mein, 
That made it eaſily foreſeen, 
She fear'd too much to know, 


[7 ] 


The ſhepherd rais'd his: mournful head 
% And will you pardon me?” he ſaid, 
« Whilſt I the cruel truth reveal, 
« Which nothing from my breaſt ſhould tear, 
« Which neyer ſhould offend yous 2 f 
5 But that you bid me tell. 


« Tis thus I rove, *tis thus complain, 
„ Since you appear'd upon the plain; 

«« You are the cauſe of all my care; 
*« Your eyes ten thouſand dangers dart, 
Ten thouſand torments vex my heart; 

I love, and I deſpair!“ 


« Too much, ALzx1s, I have heard; | 
« *Tis what I thou ught ; 'tis what I fear'd ; 
« And yet I pardon you, ſhe cry'd; 
*< But you ſhall promiſe ne'er a 
« To breathe your vows, or f. 
He bow'd, obey'd, and dy'd. 


* pain.“ a 


LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP. 


A PASTORAL 


AMARYLLIS. 


WI ILE from the ſkies the ruddy ſun deſcends, 
And riſing night the ev'ning ſhade extends, 

While pearly dews o'erſpread the fruitful field, 
And cloſing. ftow'rs reviving odours yield, | 
Let us, beneath theſe ſpreading trees recite, , 
What from our hearts our muſes may indite: 5 
or 
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Nor need we in this cloſe retirement fear, 
Leſt any ſwain our am'rous ſecrets hear. 


„. 


* 


To ev'ry thepherd 1 would mine ii, -* 
Since fair AuinTA"is my ſofteſt theme: 
A ſtranger to the looſe delights of love, 
My thoughts the nobler warmth of friendſhip prove, 
And while its pure and ſacred fire I ſing, 
Chaſte goddeſs of the groves, thy ſuccour bring ! 


AMARYLLIS: 


Propitious god of love! my ſoul inſpire 
With all thy charms, with all thy pleaſing fire. 
Propitious god of love! thy ſuccour bring, 
Whilſt I thy darling, thy ALex1s ſing ! 
ALEex1s, as the op'ning bloſſoms fair, 
Lovely as light, and ſoft as yielding air. 
For him each virgin ſighs, and on the plains, 
The happy youth above each rival reigns. 
Nor to the echoing groves, and whiſp'ring ſpring, 
In ſweeter ſtrains does artful Conon ſing, 
When loud applauſes fill the crowded groves, 


And Venus the nn ſong approves. 


8 VI VIA. 


Beauteous AminTa is as early light, 
Breaking. the melancholy ſhades of night; 
When ſhe is near, all anxious trouble flies, 
And our.reviving hearts confeſs her eyes, 

5 e en Young 
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Young love, and blooming joy, and gay deſires, 

In ev'ry breaſt the beauteous nymph. inſpires, | 
And on the plain when ſhe no more appears, © 
The plain a dark and gloomy aſpect wears. | 

In vain the ſtreams roll on, the gentle breeze 

Dances in vain among the trembling trees ; 

In vain the little birds begin their ev'ning ſong, 

And to the ſilent night their notes prolong; 

Nor groves, nor cryſtal ſtreams, nor verdant field, 

Does wonted pleaſure in her abſence yield. | 


AMARYLLIS. 


And in his abſence, all the penſive day, 
In ſome obſcure retreat I lonely ſtray, 
All day to the repeating caves complain, 
In mournful accents and a dying ſtrain ; 
Dear, lovely youth ! I cry to all around ; 
Dear, lovely youth! the flatt'ring vales reſound. 


SYLVIA. 


On flow'ry banks, by ev'ry murm'ring ſtream, 
Auixr is my muſe's ſofteſt theme, 
"Tis ſhe that does my artful notes refine, | 
With fair AminTa's name my nobleſt yerſe ſhall ſhine. 


AMARYELIS. 


PII twine freſh garlands for Al Exis' brows, 


And conſecrate to him eternal yows ; 
Ihe charming youth ſhall my AroLLo prove, 
He ſhall adorn my ſongs, and tune my voice to love. 
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THE GROTTO OF LOVE. 


F AR in CyTazgra ſtands a ſpacious grove, 
Sacred to Venus, and the god of love: 

Here the luxuriant myrtle rears her head ; 

Like the tall oak, the fragrant branches ſpread, 
Here Nature all her ſweets profuſely pours, 

And paints th' enamel'd ground with various flow'rs : 
Deep in the gloomy glade, a GroTTo bends, 

Wide through the craggy rock an arch extends, 
The rugged ſtone is crown'd with mantling vines, 
And round the cave the creeping woodbine twines, 
Here buſy Cuy1Ds, with pernicious art, 

Form the ſtiff bow, and forge the fatal dart, 

All ſhare the toil ;---while ſome the bellows ply, 
Others with feathers teach the ſhafts to fly : 

Some with joint force turn round the ſtony wheel, 
Where ſtreams the ſparkling fire from temper'd ſteel ; 
Some point their arrows with the niceſt ſkill, 


And with the warlike ſtore their quivers fill. 


A difPrent toil another forge employs, 

Here the loud hammer faſhions female toys ; 
Hence is the fair with ornament ſupply'd, 

Heace ſprung the glitt'ring implements of pride ; 
Each trinket that adorns the modern dame, 

Firſt to theſe little artiſts ow'd its frame; 

Here an unfiniſh'd diamond croſlet lay, 
To which ſoft lovers adoration pay ; 
There was the poliſh'd cryſtal bottle ſeen, 
That with- quick- ſcents revives the modiſh ſpleen ; 
Here the yet rude, unjointed ſnuff-box lies, 
Which ſerves the rally'd fop for ſmart replies ; 
| There 
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There piles of paper roſe in gilded reams, 
The future records of the lover's flames ; 
Here clouded canes midſt heaps of toys are found, 
And inlaid tweezer-caſes ſtrew the ground; 

There ſtands the toilet, nurſery of charms ! 
Completely furniſh'd with bright beauty's charms ; 
The patch, the powder-box, pulville perfumes, 
Pins, paint, a flatt'ring glaſs, and black. lead combs. 
The toilſome hours in diff'rent labours ſlide, 

Some work the file, and ſome the graver guide, 
From the hard anvil the loud blow rebounds, 
And their rais'd arms deſcend in tuneful ſounds. 


* 


* 


* 


CALIA TO DAMON: 


AN ELEGIAC EPISTLE. 


Wuar can I ſay ? What arguments can prove 
My truth ? What colours can expreſs my love ? 

If its exceſs and fury be not known, 

In what thy C=114 has already done. 


Thy infant flames, while yet they were conceal'd 
In tim'rous doubts, with pity I beheld, 
With eaſy ſmiles diſpell'd the ſilent tear, 
That durſt not tell me what I dy'd to hear : 
In vain I ſtrove to check my g flame, 
Or ſhelter paſſion under friendſhip's name ;--- 
You ſaw my heart, how it my tongue bely'd, 
And when you preſs'd, how faintly I deny'd.---- 


Ere 
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Ere guardian thought could bring its ſcatter d aids 
Ere reaſon could ſupport the doubting maid, © 
My ſoul ſurpriz'd, and from herſelf disjoin'd; ' 

Left all referve, and all the ſex behind : | 
From your command her motions ſhe receiv'd, 
And not for me, but 21 ſne nn _ wrote 


But ever bleſt be trainer ar, 
And fires eternal on her altar ſhine, 
Since thy dear breaſt has felt an equal wound, 
Since in thy kindneſs my deſires are crown'd, 
By thy each look, and thought, and care, tis ſhewn, 
Thy joys are center'd all in me alone, 
And ſure I am thou would'ſt not change this hour, 
For all the white ones Fate has in its pow'r. 


Yet thus belov'd, thus loving to exceſs, 
Yet thus receiving and returning bliſs, . 
In this great moment, in this go/den now, 
When ev? ry trace of what, or when, or how, 
Should from my ſoul by raging love be torn, 
And far on ſwelling ſeas of rapture borne, 

A melancholy tear afflicts my eye, 

And my heart labours with a ſudden ſigh; 
Invading fears repel my coward joy, 

And ills foreſeen, the preſent bliſs deſtroy. 


Poor as it is, this beauty was the cauſe, 
That with firſt ſighs your panting boſom roſe ; 
But with no owner beauty long will ſtay, 
Upon the wings of time borne ſwift away. 
Paſs but ſome fleeting years, and theſe poor eyes, 
Where now (without a boaſt) ſome luſtre lies; 
| ; | No 


\ 


\ 


tu! 
No longer ſhall their little honours keep, 


Shall only be of uſe to read or weep; 

And on this forehead, where your verſe has ſaid, 
The Loves delighted, and the Graces play d, 
Inſulting Aas will trace his cruel way, 

And leave ſad marks of his deſtrutive ſway, 


Moy'd by my charms with them, your love may ceaſe, 
And as the fuel ſinks the flame decreaſe: 
Or angry Heav'n may quicker darts prepare, 
And ſickneſs ſtrike what time awhile would ſpare ; 
Then will my ſwain his glowing vows renew? 
Then will his throbbing heart to mine be true? 
When my own fate deters me from my glaſs, 
And KnzsLLzz only ſhews what CzL1a was ? 


Fantaſtic fame may ſound her wild alarms, 
Your country, as you think, may want your arms; 
You may neglect, or quench; or hate the flame, 
Whoſe ſmoke too long obſcur'd your riſing name, 


And quickly cold indiff rence will enſue, 


When you Love's joys thro' Honour's optic view. 


Then C114's loudeſt pray'r will prove too weak, 
To this abandon'd breaſt to bring you back; 
When my loſt lover the tall ſhip aſcends, 
With muſic gay, and met by Jovial friends, 


The tender accent of a woman's cry 


Will paſs unhear'd, will unregarded die, 

When the rough ſeaman's louder ſhouts prevail, 

When fair occaſion ſhews the ſpringing gale, | 

And int'reſt guides the helm, and honour ſwells. 
the fail, 
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Whey to their ſeed their images convey. 
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Some wretched lines from this negle&ed hand, 
May find my hero' on the foreign ſtrand, 


' Warm'd with new fires, and pleas'd with new com- 


mand, 
While ſhe who wrote them, of all j joy bereft, 
To the rude cenſure of the world is left, 
Her mangled fame in barb'rous paſtime loſt, 
'Fhe coxcomb's novel, and the drunkard's toaſt. 


But nearer care (O pardon it !) ſupplies 
Sighs to my breaſt, and ſorrow to my eyes : 
Love, Love himſelf (the only friend I have) 
May ſcorn his triumph, having bound his ſlave, - 
That tyrant god, that reſtleſs conqueror, 


May quit his pleaſure to aſſert his pow'r, 


Forſake the provinces that bleſs his ſway, 
To vanquiſh thoſe that will not yet obey. 


Another nymph with fatal pow'r may riſe, 


To damp the ſinking beams of Cz114's eyes, 


With haughty pride may hear her charms confeſt, 


+ And ſcorn. the ardent vows that I have bleſs'd. 


You ev'ry night may ſigh for her in vain, 


And riſe each morning to ſome freſh diſdain ; 


While Cz11a's ſofteſt look may ceaſe to charm, 
And her embraces want the pow'r to warm, 
While theſe fond arms, thus circling you, may prove, 
More heavy chains than thoſe of hopeleſs love. | 


4- 


Juſt- gods! All other things their like produce; 3 


The vine ariſes from her mother's j juice: 


When feeble plants or tender flow'rs decay, — 


Where 
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Where the old myrtle her good influence ſheds,,. - 

Sprigs of like leaf erect their filial heads; 

And when the parent roſe decays and dies, 

With a reſembling face the daughter buds ariſe, 

That product only which our paſſions bear, 

Eludes the planter's miſerable care: 

While blooming love aſſures us golden fruit, 

Some inborn poiſon taints the ſecret root, 

Soon fall the flow'rs of joy; ſoon ſheds. of batred 
ſhoot. 


Say, ſhepherd, fay, are theſe reflexions true? [ 


% 


Or was it but, the woman's fear that drew 
This cruel ſcene, unjuſt to love and you ? 
Will you be only, and for ever mine? 
Shall neither time nor age our ſouls disjoin ? 
From this dear boſom ſhall I ne' er be torn, 
Or you grow cold, reſpectful, or forſworn ? 
And can you not for her you love, do more 
Than any youth for any nymph before? 


ͤ—— —___—_{__=— —_— 
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WII E blooming youth and gay delight 
Sit on thy roſy. cheeks eqnfeſt, ' 

Thou haſt, my dear, * right, : ' 
To triumph o'er this deſtinꝰd breaſt : \ 

My reaſon bends to what thy eyes ordain, 

For I was born to love, and thou to reign... 
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But would you meanly thus rely 
On pow'r you know I muſt obey, 
Exert a legal tyranny, 
And do an ill becauſe you may? 
Still muſt I thee as atheiſts Heav'n adore ? 
Not; ſee thy — and yet dread thy pow'r ? 


Take heed, my a youth flies apace ; 
As well as Curip, Time is blind, 
Soon muſt thoſe glories of thy face, 
The fate of yulgar beauty find; 
The thouſand loves thet arm thy potent eye, 
Muſt drop their quivers, flag their wings, and die. 


Then wilt thou ſigh, when in each frown 
A hateful wrinkle more appears; 
The putting peeviſh humours on, 
Seems but the fad effect of years: 
Kindneſs itſelf too weak a charm will prove, 
To raiſe the feeble fires of aged love. 


Forc'd compliments and formal bows, 
Will ſhew thee juſt above neglect, 
The heat with which thy lover glows, 
Will ſettle into cold neglect. 
A talking, dull Platonic I ſhall turn, 
Learn to be civil when I ceaſe to burn. 


| Then ſhun the HI, and know, my dear, 
hv Kindneſs and conſtancy will prove, 
| The only pillars fit to bear 
— a weight as that of love: 
* 2 canſt wiſh to make my flames endure, | 
 Thine muſt be very fierce, and very pure. | 
| . Haſte, 
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Haſte, C KLIA, haſte, while youth invites, 
Obe kind Curid's preſent voice, 
Fill ev ry ſenſe with ſoft delights, 
And give thy ſoul a looſe to joys, 
Let millions of repeated bleſſings prove, 
That thou all kindneſs art, as { all love. 


Be mine and only mine; take care 
Thy looks, thy thoughts, thy dreams to guide 
To me alone, nor go ſo far, 
As liking any youth beſide. - 
What men e'er court thee, fly them, and believe 
They're ſerpents all, and thou the tempted Eve ! 


So ſhall I.court thy deareſt truth, 
When beauty ceaſes to engage 
So, thinking on thy charming youth, 
Shall love it o'er again in age: 
So time itſelf our raptures ſhall improve, 
While {till we wake to joy and live to love, 


TO CHLOE, WEEPING. 


8 E E while thou weep'ſt, fair Cnrox, ſee 
The world in ſympathy with thee ; f 
The chearful birds no longer ſing, 

Each droops his head, and hangs his wing; 
The clouds have bent their boſom lower, 

And ſhed their ſorrows in a ſhower ; 
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The brooks beyond their limits flow,, 
And louder murmurs ſpeak their woe; 
The nymphs and ſwains adopt thy cares, 
They heave thy fighs, and weep thy tears. 
Fantaſtic nymph ! that grief ſhould move 
Thy heart, obdurate againſt love: 
Strange tears! whoſe pow'r can ſoften all, 
But that dear breaſt on which they fall! 


ON NE AR A. 


| F AREWEL that Liberty our fathers gave, 
In vain they gave, their ſons receiv'd in vain ; 
I ſaw NR ERA, and her inſtant ſlave, | 
Though born a Briton, hugg'd the ſervile chain. 


Her uſage well repays my coward heart, 
Meanly ſhe triumphs in her lover's ſhame, 

No healing joy relieves his conſtant ſmart, 
No ſmile of love rewards the loſs of fame. 


Oh! that to feel thoſe killing pangs no more; 
On ScyTHI1an hills I lay a ſenſeleſs ſtone, 

Were fix'd a rock amidſt the watry roar, * 
And in the vaſt Atlantic ſtood alone, | 


Adieu, ye Muſes, or my paſſion aid, | 
Why ſhould I loiter by your idle ſpring ? 
My humble voice would move one only maid, 
And ſhe contemns the trifles which I ſing. 
| Fs I do 
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I do not aſk the lofty epic ſtrain, 

Nor ſtrive to paint the wonders of the ſphere ; 
I only ſing, one cruel maid to gain, 

Adieu, ye Muſes, if ſhe will not hear. 


No more in uſeleſs innocence I'll pine, 
Since guilty preſents win the greedy fair, 
Tl tear its honours from the broken ſhrine, 
But chiefly thine, O Venus! will I tear. 


Deceiv'd by thee, I lov'd, a beauteous maid, 
Who bends on ſordid gold her low deſires ; 

Nor worth, nor paſſion, can her heart perſuade, 
But Love muſt act what Avarice requires. 


Unwiſe who firſt, the charm of nature loſt, 
With Trxiax purple ſoil'd the ſnowy ſheep ; 
Unwiſer he who ſeas and mountains croſt, 
To dig the rock and ſearch the pearly deep. 


Theſe coſtly toys our ſilly fair ſurpriſe, . 

The ſhining follies cheat their feeble ſight, 
Their hearts ſecure in trifles, Love deſpiſe, 

"Tis vain to court them, but more vain to write. 


Why did the gods conceal the little mind, WRT 
And earthly thoughts beneath a heav'nly face ; 4 
Forget the worth that dignifies mankind, 
Yet ſmooth and poliſh ſo each-outward grace? 


Hence all the blame that Love and Vsnvs bear, 
Hence pleaſure ſhort, and anguiſh ever — FH 
Hence tears and ſighs, and hence the 


The froward lover---Hence this angry SD. 
D 4 ON 


And I through war muſt ſeek deteſted gold, 
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ON THE SAME. 


Avis; ye walls, that guard my cruel fair, 
No more I'll ſit in roſy. fetters bound, 

My 'limbs-have learn'd the weight of arms to bear, 
My rouſing 12115 feel the trumpet's ſound. 


Few are the maids that now on merit ſmile, 
On ſpoil and war is bent this iron age ; 

Yet pain and death attend on war and ſpoil, 
Unſated vengeance and remorſeleſs rage. 


To purchaſe ſpoil ev'n Love itſelf is ſold, 


Her lover's heart is leaſt Near a's care, 


Not for my/elf, but for my venal fair: 


That while the bends beneath the weight of dre, 


The ſtiffen'd robe may ſpoil her eaſy mien; 
And art miſtaken make her beauty leſs, - | 
While ſtill it hides ſome graces better ſeem, 


But if ſuch toys can win her lovely ſmile, 

| Hers be the wealth of Tacus' golden ſand, 

Hers the bright gems that glow in Inv1a's fail, 
Hers the black ſons of Arkic's ſultry land. 


To pleaſe her eye let every loom contend, . 
For her be rifled ocean's pearly bed, 

But where, alas | would idle fancy tend, 
And ſoothe, with dreams, a youthful poet's head? 


Let 
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Let others buy the cold, unloving maid, ' > + 0A 
In forc'd embraces act the tyrant's part; | 


While I their ſelfiſn luxury upbraid; - 
And ſcorn the perſon where I doubt the beart. 


Thus warm'd by Pride, I think 1 love no more, 
And hide, in threats, the weakneſs of my mind; 

In vain---though Reaſon fly the hated door, 1 
Yet Love, the coward Love, ſtill 3 behind. 


T 0 D E L I A. 


Tnousaxps would ſeek the laſting peace of 
death, 
And in that harbour ſhun the ſtorm of care, 
Officious Hope ſtill holds the fleeting breath, 
She tells them ſtill—fo-morroty will be fair. 


She tells me, Dart, I ſhall thee obtain, 
But can I liſten to her ſyren ſong, 

Who ſev'n ſlow months have dragg*d;my painful chain, 
So long thy lover, and deſpis'd ſo long? 


By all the joys thy deareſt C114 gave, 

Let not her once-lov'd friend unpity'd burn; 
So may her aſhes find a peaceful grave, 

And fleep uninjur'd in their ſacred urn. 


To her I firſt avow'd my tim'rous flame, 

She nurs'd my hopes, and taught me how to ſue, 
She ſtill wou'd pity what the wiſe might blame, 
And feel for weakneſs which ſhe never Knew. _ 


6 
Ah! do not grieve the dear, lamented ſnade. 
That hov'ring round us all thy ſuff rings hears, : 


She is my ſaint---to her my pray'rs are made, _ 
With oft' repeated gifts of flow'rs and tears. 


To her ſad tomb at midnight I retire, 
And lonely ſitting. by the ſilent ſtone, 
I tell it all the griefs my wrongs inſpire; 
The marble image ſeems to hear my moan. 


Thy friend's pale ghoſt ſhall yex thy ſleepleſs bed, 
And ſtand before thee all in virgin white; 

That ruthleſs boſom will diſturb the dead, 
And call forth "ay from eternal night. 


> 


Ceaſe, rel man, the mournful theme forbear, © 
Though much thou ſuffer, to thyſelf complain, 
Ah! tb recal the ſad 'remembrance ſpare, 
One tear from her is more than all thy pain. 


o N THE LOSS OF DELIA. 


H E who could firſt two gentle hearts unbind, _ - 

And rob a lover of his weeping fair, 
| Hard was that man, but harder, in my mind, 
: The Lover ſtill who dy'd not of deſpair. * 


With mean diſguiſe let others Nature hide, 
And mimic Virtue with the paint of art, 
I ſcorn the vaunt of Reaſon's fooliſh pride, 
And boaſt the graceful weakneſs of my heart. "Oh 
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The more 1 think, the mare 1 feel my pain, 
And learn the more each heay'nly charm to prize, 
While fools, too light for paſſion, ſafe remain, 
And _ ſenſation keeps the —_—_ wiſe. 


Sad i is my day, and ſad my Ung'ring night, 
When wrapt in ſilent grief I weep alone, 
DIA is loſt, and all my paſt delight 
Is now the ſource of unavailing moan, 


Where is the wit that heighten'd-beauty's charms ? 

Where is the face that fed my longing eyes ? 

Where is the ſhape that might have bleſt my arms! 
Where are thoſe hopes relentleſs F ate denies | 


When ſpent with endleſs grief I die at laſt, * 
DELIA . Os and ſee my poor n. Wha 
O DzLta ! after ſuch an abſence paſt, 


Canft thou full love, and not forget wy pains? 


Wilt thou in. tears thy lover's corſe attend, 
With eyes averted light the ſolemn Pyre, 
Till all around the doleful flames aſcend, 
Then, ſlowly ink by degrees expire | — oJ f 


To ſoothe the hov'ring ſoul be thine the care, 
With plaintive cries to lead the mournful band, 

In ſable weeds the golden vaſe to bear, ' © ” + 
And cull my aſhes with a trembling hand !. 


| ba s odours be their coſtly feaſt, 

And all the pride of As14's fragrant rear; 
Give them the treaſures of the fartheſt Kaſt, 
And, what is ſtill more precious, give thy ne 


Dying 
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Dying for thee, there is in death a pride, 
Let all the world thy hapleſs lover know, | 
No ſilent urn the noble paſſion hide, * 

But deeply graven thus my fuPrings ſhow: ͤ— 


4 Here lies a youth, borne down with love and 
4 He cou'd not long his DETLIA“'s loſs abide, | 

*« Toy left his boſom with the parting fair, © 
% And when he durſt no longer hope, he dy'd.” 
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Ta YRSIS, a youth of the inſpired train, 
Fair SacHARISSsA lov'd, but lov'd in vain; 
Like ProgBvus ſung the no leſs am'rous, boy, 

Like Darane /þe, as lovely, and as coy ; 

With numbers he the flying nymph purſues, 
With numbers ſuch as PHozsus? ſelf might uſe 
Such is the chace, when Love and Fancy leads, 
O'er craggy mountains and thro' flow'ry meads, 
Invok'd to teſtify. the lover's care, * 

Or form ſome image of his cruel fair. 

Urg'd with his fury, like a wounded deer, 
Ober theſe he fled and now approaching near, 

Had reach'd the nymph with his harmonious lay, 
Whom all his charms could not incline to ſtay ; 
Yet, when he ſung in his immortal ſtrain, 

Though unſucceſsful, was not ſung in vain, 

All bat the nymph that ſhould redreſs his wrong, 
Attend his paſſion, and approve his ſong : | 
Like PnozBus thus, acquiring unſought praiſe, 
' He catch'd at love and fill'd his arms with bays. 


THE 
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THE CHRONICLE” © 


Maxrcarma firſt. poſſeſs d, 3 
If I remember well, my breaſt. gn. 
MazcariTa, firſt of all; . 
But, when awhile the wanton. maid Ws 
With my reſtleſs heart had play'd, . 
MaxTHa took the flying ball. 


MaxTHa ſoon did it reſign | 

To the beauteous CaTHARIN E; 
Beauteous CATHARINE gave place, 

(Though loth and angry ſhe to part 

With the poſſeſſion of my heart) | 
To Er1za's conquering face. 3 


2. 


ELiza till this hour might reign, 

Had ſhe not evil counſels ta'en : 
Fundamental laws ſhe broke, 

And ſtill new favourites ſhe choſe, 

Till up in arms my paſſion roſe, 
And caſt away her yoke. 


Maxx then, and gentle Ax xx, 
Both to reign at once began ; 
Alternately they ſway'd, 
And ſometimes Mazy was the fair, 
And ſometimes Anne the crown did wear, 
And ſometimes both I obey d. 


Another Maxy then aroſe; _ 
And did rig'rous laws impoſe : _ 
A mighty tyrant, ſhe, 
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Long, alas, ſhould I have been 
Under that.iron-ſcepter'd queen, 
Had not Rx Rec ſet me free. 


When fair RSS ſet me free, 

"Twas then a golden time with me; 
But ſoon thoſe pleaſures fled ; 

For the gracious priticeſs, dy'd 

In her youth and beauty's pride, 
And JuvirTH reigned in her ſtead. 


One month, three days, and half an n hour, | 


UDITH held the ſov'reign power : 
Wondrous beautiful her face, 
But ſo weak and ſmall her wit, 
That ſhe to govern was unfit, 
So SUsAnNa took her place. 


But when IsaBtLLA came, 

Arm'd with a reſiſtleſs flame, 
And th” artillery of her eye; 

Whilſt ſhe proudly march'd about, 

Greater conqueſts to find out, 

She beat out Susan by the bye. 


But in her place, I then obey'd 
Black-ey'd Bess her viceroy maid, 

To whom enſu'd a vacancy. 
Thouſand worſe. paſſions then poſſeſs'd 
The inter- regnum of my breaſt : 

Bleſs me from ſuch' an anarchy ! 


Gentle HENRIETTA then, 
And a third Maxy next began; | 
5288 Joan, and Jax R, and Avupza, 


e 
And then a pretty TnouAsixx, 
And then another KaTHarINE,. ". 
And then a long et cetera. 


But ſhould I now to you relate, 

The ſtrength and riches of their ſtate, 
The powder, patches, and the mr 5 

The ribbands, Jewels, and the rings 

The lace, the paint, and warlike ine, 
That make up all their magazines. 


If I ſhould tell the politic arts 

To take and keep mens hearts ; 

| The letters, embaſſies, and ſpies, 

The frowns and ſmiles, and flatteries, 

The quarrels, tears, and perjuries, 
Numberleſs, nameleſs myſteries; 


had all the little lime-twigs laid 
By Machiavzr, the waiting maid, 

I more voluminous ſhould grow 
(Chiefly, if I like them, ſhould tell 
All change of weathers that befel) 

Than HoLinsKHEAD or STow. 


But I will briefer with them be, 


Since few of them were long with me; 


An higher and a nobler ſtrain, 
My preſent Empreſs now does claim, 
HsLeonoRa, firſt o'th* name, 

Whom God grant long to reign ! 


ACME 
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ACME AND SEPTIMIUS 


Wer on Szrriurus' panting breaſt, 
(Meaning nothing fs than reſt) | | 

Ach lean'd her loving head, 
Thus the nr enn, ſaid: 


« My deareſt — if 1 be 
« Once alive, and love not — 
« With a paſſion far above 
«« All that e'er was called love, 
« Ina LI BT AN deſert may _ 
«« I become {ome lion's prey; 
Let him, Accu, let him tear. — 
« My breaſt, when Acme is not there.“ 


The god of love, who ſtood to hear him, 
(The god of love was always near him) 
Pleas'd and tickled with the ſound, 
Sneez'd aloud and all around. 

The little loves that waited by, 
Bow'd, and bleſs'd the augury ; 
Acme, inflam'd with what he faid, 
Rear'd her gently-bending head, 
And her purple mouth with joy, 
Stretching to the delicious boy, 
Twice (and twice eould ſcarce ſuffice). 
She kiſs'd his drunken, rolling eyes: 


« My little life, my all (ſaid ſhe) 
% So may we ever ſervants be 
„To this bleſt god, and ne'er regain 
-  «. Our hated liberty again; 
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tt So may thy paſſion laſt for me, 

« As Ia have for the, 
« Greater and fiercer much than can 
«« Be conceiv'd by thee, a man; 
„Into my marrow it is gone, 

% Fix'd and ſettled in the bone, re 
«« It reigns not only in my heart, 


% But runs, like life, through ery part,” 


She ſpoke, the. god of love, aloud, 
Sneez'd again, and all the crowd. 
Of little loves that waited by, 
Bow'd and bleſs'd the augury. 
This good omen thus from heay'n, 
Like a, happy ſignal giv'ti, _ 


Their loves and lives. (all four) embrace, | 


And hand in hand run all the race, 
To poor Szrriutus (who did now 
Nothing elſe but Acus grow) _ 
Acuz's boſom was alone, 
The whole world's imperial throne, 
And to faithful Acuz's mind, | 
SEPTIMIUS was all human kind. 


If the gods would pleaſe to de 
But advis'd for once by me, 
I'd adviſe them, when they ipy 
Any illuſtrious piety, 

To reward her, if it be ſhe; " 

To reward him, if it be he 3 
With ſuch a huſband, fuch a wife, 
With Acuz's and SeyTinavs! life. 


E 
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THE TEMPLE OF LOVE. 


B EHOLD a fabric riſing from the ground, 
To the ſoft timbrel, ahd the cittern's ſounds 
Coxix THAN pillars the vaſt building hold, 
Of poliſh'd filver, and Prxuviax gold ; 4 
In four broad arches ſpread the ſhining doors, 
The blazing roofs enlighten all the floors: 
Beneath a ſparkling canopy that ſhone 
With Pzrs1an jewels, like a morning ſun, 
Wrapp'd in a robe of pureſt Tyzian dye, 
CyTarerEa's image met the raviſh'd eye, 
Whoſe glowing. features would in paint beguile, 
So well the artiſt drew her mimic ſmile ; | 
Her ſparkling eyes confeſſed ſprightly joy, 
Upon her knees reclin'd her wanton boyz 
On the bright walls, around her and above, 
Were drawn the ſtatutes and the arts of love; 


And vows of lovers, that diſſolve in air; 

The graceful anger, and the rolling eyes, 
The practis'd bluſh, and counterfeit ſurprize; 
The language proper for pretending ſwains, 
And fine deſcription for imagin'd pains ; 

The friendly caution, and deſigning eaſe, 
And all the arts that ruin while they pleaſe. 


Now enter'd, follow'd by a ſplendid train, 
A blooming damſel and a wealthy ſwain ; 
, b | The 
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The gaudy youth in ſhining ro bes array d. 

Behind him follow'd the unthinking maid; + 

Youth in her cheek, like op'ning roſes, ſprung, 

Her careleſs treſſes on her ſhoulders hung; 

Her ſmiles were chearful as enliv'ning May, 

Her dreſs was carelefs, and her eyes were gay; 

Then to foft voices and melodious ſound, FT 

The board was ſpread, the ſparkling glaſſes erown'd 3 

The ſprightly virgin in a moment ſhines, 

e | 

Then Pride comes on, with patches for -the bait, 

And ſpicy odours for her curling hair; | 

Rude Riot, in a crimſon veſt array'd, 

With ſmooth-fac'd Flatt'ry, like a chamber-maid ; | 

Soft Pomp and Pleaſure at her elbow ſtand, 

And Folly ſhakes the rattles in her hand- 

But now the feeble ſtructure ſeem'd to ſhake, 

Its baſis trembles, and its pillars quake: 

Then ruſh'd Suſpicion thro' the lofty gate, 

With heart-ſick loathing led by ghaſtly. Hate, 

And foaming Rage, to cloſe the horrid band, 

With a drawn poniard in her-ſhaking hand- \ 

Now, like an earthquake, ſhook the reeling frame, 

The lamps extinguiſh in a purple flame, 

One univerſal groan was heard, and then, 

The cries of women, and the voice of men; 

Some roar out vengeance, ſome for mercy call, 

And ſhrieks and tumults fill the dreadful hall; 

At length the ſpectres vaniſh'd from my ſight, 

Again the lamps reſum'd a feeble light: ; 

But chang' d the place: no ſplendour there was ſhown, 

But gloomy walls that mirth had never known ; 

For the gay dome where pleaſure us'd to dwell, 

Appear'd an abbey, and a doleful cell; 
"PN And 
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And here the ſad, the ruin'd nymph was found, 
Her robe diſorder'd, and her locks unbound ; \ 
While from her eyes the pearly drops of woe 
Waſh'd her pale cheek, where roſes us'd to blow; 
Her blue and trembling lips prepar'd to breathe 
The; ſighs that made her ſwelling boſom heave. - 
Thus ſtupid, with her grief, ſhe ſat and preſs'd 
Her lily hand acroſs her penſive breaſt. - 
A groupe of ghaſtly phantoms ſtood behind, 
Whoſe taſk it is to rack the guilty mind, - 
Wide-mouth'd Reproach, with viſage rude and thin. 
And hiſſing Scandal made a hideous din. 
Remorſe, that darted from her deadly wings, 
Envenom'd arrows, and a thouſand ſtings ! 
Then with pale cheeks, and with a ghaſtly ſtare, 
Peep'd o'er her ſhoulder hollow-ey'd Deſpair: 


| Whoſe hand, extended, bore a bleeding heart, 


And Death, behind her, ſhook his threat'ning dart. 


CYMON AND IPHIGENIA, 
A TALE: FROM BOCCACE. 


I N that ſweet iſle, where Vznvs keeps her court, 
And ev'ry grace and all the loves reſort ; | 
Where either ſex is form'd of ſofter earth, 

And takes the bent of pleaſure from their birth, 
There liv'd a Cyyrtan Lord, above the reſt, 

Wile, wealthy, with a num'rous iſſue bleſs'd. 


But as no gift of — is ſineere, 


Was only wanting in a worthy heir: 
His 
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His eldeſt born, a goodly youth to view, 
Excelbd the reſt in ſhape, and outward ſhew ; 
Fair, tall, his limbs with due propertion join'd, 
But of a heavy, dull, degen'rate mind. 

His ſoul bely'd the features of his face ; 

Beauty was there, but beauty in di . 

A clowniſh mien, a voice with ruſtic ſound, 

And ſtupid eyes that ever lov'd the ground. 

He look'd like nature's error, as the mind ! 


And body were not of a piece deſign'd, 
But made for two, and by miſtake i in one Were qt 


The ruling rod, the father's forming care, F 
Were exercis'd in vain, on wit's deſpair 
The more inform'd, the /z/s he underſtood, 
And deeper ſunk by flound'ring in the mud. 
Now ſcorn'd of all, and grown the public ſhame, 
The people from Galzsus chang'd his name, 
And Cywon call'd, which ſignifies a brute z 
So well his name did with his nature ſuit. 


His father, -when he found his labour loſt, 
And care employ'd, that anſwer'd not the coſt, 
Choſe an ungrateful obje& to remove, 

And loath'd to ſee what Nature bade him love 

So to his country farm the fool confin'd : 

Rude work well ſuited with a ruſtic mind. 

Thus to the wilds the ſturdy CrMo went, 

A *ſquire among the ſwains, and plone's vith dani 
ment. 

His corn, and cattle, were his only care, 

And his ſupreme delight a country fair, . 
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It happen'd on 4 ſurmer' s holiday, ,- 
That to the green-wood ſhade he took his way; 
For Cy uon ſhunn'd the church, _ us'd not much |} 
to pray, | 
— quarter-ſtaff, which he cou'd ne'er r forſake, 
Hung half before, and half behind bis back. 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he et. for want of thought. 


By chance 9 or by thirſt conſtrain'd, 
The deep receſſes of the grove he gain'd ; 
Where, 1n a plain, defended by the wood, 

Crept through the matted graſs a cryſtal flood, ( 

Buy which an alabaſter fountain ſtood ; 

And on the margin of the fount was laid 
(Attended by her ſlaves) a fleeping maid, 

Like Dian, and her nymphs WE tir'd with ſport, 
To reſt by cool EuzoTas they reſort : 

The dame herſelf the goddeſs well expreſs d, 
Not more diſtinguiſh'd by her purple veſt, 
Than by the features of her charming face, 

And ev'n in ſlumber a ſuperior grace: | 

Her lovely limbs compos'd with decent care, 

Her body ſhaded with a flight cymar ; 

Her boſom to the view was only bare, 

Where two beginning paps were ſcarcely ſpy'd, 
For yet their places were but ſignify'd : 

The fanning wind upon her boſom blows, 1 
To meet the fanning winds the boſom roſe; 
The | wind and purling ſtreams inne 


her repoſe. 
\ The fool of e ſtood with RED eyes 
And. gaping mouth, that teſtify'd ſurprize, 


Fix'd 
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Fix'd on ber face, nor cou'd remove his fight, 
New as he was to love, and novice in delight. 
Long mute he ſtood, and leaning on his ſtaff, 
His wonder witneſs'd with an ideot laugh; 
Then would have ſpoke, but by his glimm'ring ſenſe, 
Firſt found his want of words, and fear'd offence. 
Doubted for what he/was he ſhould be known, $1 
By his clown-accent, and his country tone. 


Through the rude chaos thus the running light, 
Shot the firſt ray that pierc'd the native night, 
When day and darkneſs in the maſs were mix'd, 
Fill gather'd in a globe the beams were fix'd. 

Laſt ſhone the ſun, who radiant in his ſphere, 
Iltumin'& heav'n and earth, and roll'd around the year: 
So reaſon in this brutal ſoul began : | 
Love made him firſt ſuſpect he was a man; 

Love made him doubt his broad barbarian found, 

By Love his want of words, and wit he found: 

That ſenſe of want prepar'd the future way | 

To knowledge, and diſclos'd the promiſe of a day. 


What not his father's care nor tutor's art 
Cou'd plant with pains in his unpoliſh'd heart, 
The beſt inſtructor, Love, at once inſpir'd, 
As barren ground to fruitfulneſs is fir'd: 
Love taught him ſhame, and ſhame with love at ſtrife, 
Soon taught the ſweet civilities of life ; | 
His groſs material ſoul at once could find 
Somewhat in her excelling all her kind: 
Exciting a deſire till then unknown, | 
Somewhat unfound, or found in her alone. 
This made the firft impreſſion in his mind, 
Wa (but juſt above) the brutal kind. 
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For beaſts can like, but not diſtinguiſh too. 
Nor their own liking by reflexion know; 
Nor why they like or this, or t'other face, | h 
Or judge of this or that peculiar grace, 
But love in groſs, and ſtupidly admire ; 
As flies, allur'd by light, approach the fire. 
Thus our man-beafl advancing by degrees, 
Firſt likes the whole, then ſep'rates what he ſees ; 
On ſev'ral parts a ſev'ral praiſe beſtows, 
The ruby lips, the well-proportion'd noſe, 
The ſnowy ſkin, and raven-gloſly hair, | | 
The djmpled cheek, the forehead riſing fair, | 
And ev'n in ſleep itſelf a ſmiling air. 
From thence, his eye deſcending” view'd the reſt, 
Her plump round arms, white hands, and heæving breaſt. 
Long on the 44 he dwelt, though ev'ry part 
A pointed arrow ſped to pierce his heart. 
Thus in a trice a judge of beauty grown, 
(A judge erected from a country clown) 
He long'd to ſee her eyes, in ſlumber hid 
And wiſh'd his own cou'd pierce within the lid: 
He would have wak'd her, but reſtrain'd his thought, 
And love new-born the firſt good manners taught, 
An aweful fear his ardent wiſh withſtood, 
Nor durſt diſturb the goddeſs of the wood; 
For ſuch ſhe ſeem'd by her celeſtial face, 
Excelling all the reſt of human race: 

And things divine by common ſenſe he knew, 
Muſt be devoutly ſeen at diſtant view: 
By checking his deſire, with trembling heart, 
Gazing he ſtood ; nor would, nor could depart ; 
Fix'd as a pilgrim wilder'd in his way, 7 
Who dares not ſtir by night for fear to ſtray, 
But ſtands with aweful eyes to watch the dawn of day. 
At 
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At length awaking Irn1cens the fair, 
(So was the beauty call'd, that caus'd his care) 
Unclos'd her eyes, and double day reveal'd, 
While thoſe of all her ſlaves in  leep were ſeald. 


The renden g cudden prop'd upon his ſtaff, 
Stood ready gaping with a grinning laugh, 
To welcome her awake, nor durſt begin 
To ſpeak, but wiſely kept the fool within. 
Then ſhe; What make you Cymon here alone?“ 
(For Cruox's name was round the country known, 
Becauſe deſcended of a noble race, + 
And for a ſoul ill ſorted with his face.) 
But till the ſot ſtood ſilent with ſurprize, 
With fixt regard on her new open'd eyes, 
And in his breaſt receiv'd th' invenom'd dart, 
A tickling pain that pleas'd amid the ſmart. 
But conſcious of her form, with quick diſtruſt, 
She ſaw his ſparkling eyes, and fear'd his brutal luſt, 
This to prevent, ſhe wak'd her ſleepy crew, | 
And riſing haſty, took a ſhort adieu. 


Then Cymon firſt his ruſtic voice eſſay'd 
With proffer'd ſervice to the parting maid, 
To ſee her ſafe ; his hand ſhe long deny'd, 
But took at length, aſham'd of ſuch a guide. 
So CYmon led her home, and leaving there, | 
No more wou'd to his country clowns repair, 
But ſought his father's houſe with better mind, 
Refuſing in the farm to be confin'd. 


The father wonder'd at the ſon's return, 
And knew not whether to rejoice or mourn ; 


But 
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But doubtfully receiv'd, expecting ſtill \ 
: To learn the ſecret cauſes of his alter'd will. 521 
; Nor was he long delay'd ; the firſt requeſt 
* He made, was, like his brother to be dreſs'd, ö 
: And, as his birth requir'd, above the reſt, 


With eaſe his ſuit was granted by his ſire, 
| | Diſtinguiſhing his heir by rich attire: 

| His body thus adorn'd, he next deſigu'd 

; With lib'ral arts to cultivate his mind: 

: He ſought a tutor of his own accord, 

; And ſtudy'd leſſons he before abhorr'd, 


N Thus the man- child advanc'd, and learn'd ſo faſt, 
x That in ſhort time his equals he ſurpaſs'd. 

His brutal manners from his breaſt exil'd ; 

His mien he faſhion'd, and his tongue he fal'd ; 

In every exerciſe of all admir'd, 

He ſeem' d, nor only ſeem' d, but was inſpir'd: 
Inſpir'd by Love, whoſe buſineſs is to pleaſe; 

He rode, he fenc'd, he mov'd with graceful eaſe, 
More fam'd for ſenſe, for courtly carriage more, 
Than for his brutal folly known before. 


What then of alter'd Cy mon ſhall we ſay, 
But that the fire which choak'd in aſhes lay, 
A load too heavy for his ſoul to move, 

Was upward blown below, and bruſh'd away by Love. 
Love made an active progreſs through his mind, 
The duſky parts he clear'd, the groſs refin'd, 
The drowſy waſh'd ; and as he went impreſs'd 
The Maker's image on the human breaſt. 

Thus was the man amended by defire, a 
And tho' indeed he loy'd with too much fire, 


His 
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His father all his faults with reaſon ſcann'd, 

And, like an error on the better hand, 
Excus'd th* exceſs of paſſion in his mind, 

By flames too fierce, perhaps too much refin'sd : 

So CyYmon, ince his fire indulg'd his will, 
Impetuous loy'd, and would be Cv uo till ; 
GaLEsvus he diſown'd, and choſe to bear 

The name of fool confirm'd, and biſhop'd by the fair. 


To Cirszus, by his friends, his ſuit he mov'd, 
C1iysEvs, the father of the fair he lov'd; 
But he was pre-engag'd by former ties, 
While CyYmoy was endeav'ring to be wiſe ; 
And Ipnicens, oblig'd by former vows, 
Had giv'n her faith to wed a former ſpouſe : 
Her fire and the toRrnopian PASIMON D, 
Though both repenting, were by promiſe bound, 
Nor could retra& ; and thus, as Fate decreed, 
Though better loy'd, he ſpoke too late to ſpeed. 


The doom was paſt, the ſhip already ſent, 
Did all his tardy diligence prevent : 
Sigh'd to herſelf, the fair unhappy maid, - 
While ſtormy Crmon thus, in ſecret, ſaid: 
„The time is come for Irn1cens to find, 
The miracle ſhe wrought upon my mind; 
«« Her charms have made me man, her raviſh'd love, 
In rank ſhall place me with the bleſs d above : 
«© For mine by love, by force ſhe ſhall be mine, 
« Or death, if force ſhould fail, ſhall finiſh my deſign.“ 


Reſoly'd he ſaid; and rigg'd with ſpeedy care, 
A veſſel ſtrong, and well equipp'd for war: 
| | | 2 The 
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The ſecret ſhip with choſen friends he ſtor'd, 

And bent to die or conquer, went on board, p 
Ambuſh'd he lay behind the CyrRIAN ſhore, ' 
Waiting the ſail that all his wiſhes bore ; 


Nor long expected, for the following tide 
Sent out the nag ſhip, and beauteous bride. 


To Rnoves the rival bark directly ſteer'd, 
When Cymon ſudden at her back appear'd, 
And ſtopp'd her flight; then ſtanding on his poo, 
by In haughty terms he thus defy'd the foe : 
ky «« Or ſtrike your ſails at ſummons, or prepare 
= «© To prove the laſt extremities of war.” 
j Thus warn'd, the Rxop1ans for the fight provide, 
Already were the veſſels ſide by ſide, 4 
Theſe obſtinate to ſave, and thoſe to ſeize the bride. 
But Cymon ſoon his crooked grapples caſt, 
| Which with tenacious hold his foes embrac'd ; 
| And, arm'd with ſword and ſhield, amid the preſs 
he paſs'd. 
Fierce was the fight, but haſt'ning to his prey, 
By force the furious Lover freed his way; 
Himſelf alone diſpers'd the RBobiax crew, 
The weak diſdain'd, the valiant overthrew; 
Cheap conqueſt for his foll'wing friends remain'd, 
He reap'd the field, and they but only glean'd. 


His victory confeſs'd, the foes retreat, 
And caſt their weapons at the victor's feet: 
Whom thus he chear'd: © O RHODAN youth ! 1 
« fought 
„ For Love alone, nor other booty ſought ; 
*, Your lives are ſafe, your veſſel I refign, 

Tours be your own, reſtoring what is mine: ; 
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© In Irxicexe I claim my rightful due, 

«© Robb'd by my rival, and detain'd by you: 

«« Your PastMonD a lawleſs bargain drove, 

„The parent could not ſell the daughter's love; 

«« Or if he could, my love diſdains the laws, 
And, like a king, by conqueſt gains his cauſe : 
Where arms take place, all other pleas are vain, 
Love taught me force, and force ſhall love maintain: 
„ You, what by ſtrength you could not keep, releaſe, 
« And, at an ny ranſom, buy your peace.“ 


Fear, on the conguer'd ſide, ſoon ſign'd th' 3 
And Ir HIS EN E to CyYmon was reſtor'd: 
While to his arms the bluſhing bride he took, 
To ſeeming ſadneſs ſhe compos'd her look ; 
As if, by force, ſubjected to his will, 
Though pleasd, diſſembling, and a woman ſtill, 
And, for ſhe wept, he wip'd her falling tears, 
And pray'd her to diſmiſs her empty fears ; 
« For yours I am, he ſaid, and have deſerv'd 
« Your love much better, whom ſo long 1 . 
© Than he to whom your formal father 
% Your vows; and ſold a ſlave, not ſent a * 
Thus while he ſpoke, he ſeiz'd the willing prey, 
As PaRis bore the SrARTAN ſpouſe away. 
Faintly ſhe ſcream'd, and ev'n her eyes confeſs'd, 
She rather would be thought, than was diſtreſs'd. 


Vain hopes, and empty joys of human kind, 

Proud of the preſent, to the future blind ! 

Secure of Fate while Cy mon plows the ſea; 

* ſteers tow'rd CanvrY with his conquer'd prey, 
SCarce 


Who now exults but Cruon in his mind, { 
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Ev'n (if ſhe could) her love ſhe would repent, 


Fer forfeit faith, and Pas1monp betray'd, 


And lays the load on his ungovern'd love, 


. 


Scarce the third glaſs of meaſur'd hours was run, 
When, like a fiery meteor, ſunk the ſun; | 
The promiſe of a ſtorm ; the ſhifting gales 
Forſake by fits, and fill the flagging» ſails, 
Hoarſe murmurs of the main from far were N 
And. night came on, not by degrees prepar d, 

But all at once; at once the winds ariſe, 
The thunders roll, the forked lightning flies; 

In vain the maſter iſſues out commands, 

In vain the trembling ſailors ply their hands, 

The tempeſt unforeſeen prevents their care, 

And from the firſt they labour in deſpair ; 

The giddy ſhip, betwixt the winds and tides, 
Forc'd back and forwards, in a circle rides, 
Stunn'd with the diff rent blows, then ſhoots amain, 
Till counterbufPd the ſtops, and ſleeps again. 
Not more aghaſt the proud archangel fell, | 
Plung'd from the height of heav'n to deepeſt hell, 
Than ſtood the Lover of his Love pofleſs'd, 

Now curs'd the more, the more he had been bleſs'd ; 
More anxious for her danger than his own, 

Death he defies, but would be loſt alone. 


Sad IpH1GENE, to womaniſh complaints 
Adds pious pray'rs, and wearies all the ſaints ; 


But ſince ſhe cannot, dreads the puniſhment : 


Are eves preſent, and her crime upbraid. 

She blames herſelf, nor blames her lover leſs, 
Augments her anger as her fears increaſe; 
From her own back the burden would remove, 


Which 
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r durſt, in Haar us deſpite 3 
Invade; and violate anothet's right. 

The Pow'rs intens'd, awhile deferr'd his pain, 
And made him maſter of his vows in vain.: - 
But ſoon they puniſh'd his preſumptuous pride, g 


That for his daring enterprize the dy d, 
Who rather not reſiſted, than comply'd. . 


Then, impotent of mind, with alter'd ſenſe, 
She hügg d th' offender, and forgave th' offence; 
Sex to the laſt. Mean time with fails declin'd, 
The wand'ring veſſel drove before the wind. | 
Toſs'd. and retoſs'd; aloft and then alow, *d 
Nor port they ſeek, nor certain courſe they anew; c 
But ev'ry moment wait the coming blow: 

Thus blindly driv'n, by breaking day they view'd- 
The land before them, and their fears renew'd; 
The land was welcome, but the tempeſt bore 
The threaten'd ſhip againſt a rocky ſhore. 


A winding bay was near, to this they bent, 
And juſt 'efcap'd, their force already ſpent : 
Secure from ſtorms, and panting from the 10 ; 
The land, unknown, at leiſure they fu 
And ſaw (but ſoon their ſickly ſight withrear). 

The riſing tow'rs of Rnoves, at diſtant view, 
And curs'd the hoſtile ſhore of Pas1wond, - 
Say'd from the fras and ſhipwreck'd on the ground. 


The frighted ſailors try'd their ſtrength in vain, 
To turn the ſtern, and tempt the ſtormy main, 
But the tiff wind withſtood the lab' ring oar, 

And forc'd them forward on the fatal ſhore; 


The 
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The crooked keel now bites the Rropian ſtrand, 

And the ſhip moor'd conſtrains the crew to land; 

Yet ſtill they might be ſafe, becauſe unknown, + 

But as ill fortune ſeldom comes alone, | 

The veſſel they diſmiſs'd was driv'n before, 

Already ſhelter'd on its native ſhore ;/ 

Kndwn each, they know; but each with change of 
cheer, 

The vanquiſh'd ſide exults; the victors fear; 

Not them but theirs, made pris*ners ere they Acht, 

* conqueſt, and depriv d of flight. 


The country rings around with loud alarms, 
And, raw in fields, the rude militia ſwarms ; 
Mouths without hands, maintain'd with vaſt expence, 
In peace a charge, in war a weak defence; 
Stout once a month, they march, a bluſt'ring dand, 
And ever, but in times of need, at hand: 
This was the morn, when iſſuing on the guard, 
Drawn up in rank and file, they ſtood prepar'd, 
Of ſeeming arms to make a ſhort eſſay, 
Then haſten to be drunk, the bus'neſs of the day. 


The cowards would have fled, but that they knew 
Themſelves ſo many, and their foes ſo fer ; | 
But crowding on, the laſt the firſt impel, 

Till overborn with weight, the Cyyrians fell. 
Crmon enſlav'd, who firſt the war begun, 
And Ir HIOENE once more is loſt and won. 


Deep in a dungeon was the captive caſt, 
Depriv'd of day, and held in fetters faſt ; 

His life was only ſpar'd at their requeſt, 

Whom, taken, he ſo nobly had releas'd : 


ut 
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But Ir HIOENIA was the ladies care, | 
Each in their turn addreſs'd to treat the fair, 
While Pas110xD and his, the nuptial feaſt prepare. 


But ſhe muſt ſuffer what her fates aſſign'd, 

So paſſive is the church of womankind, 

What worſe to CyYMmon could his fortune deal, 
Roll'd to the loweſt ſpoke of all her wheel ? 

It reſted to diſmiſs the downward weight, 

Or raiſe him upward to his former height ; 

The latter pleas'd, and Love (concern'd the moſt) 
Prepar'd th* amends, for what by Love he loſt. 


Her ſecret ſoul to Cymon was inclin'd, | } 


The fire of Pa#r1MonD had left a ſon, 
Though younger, yet for courage early known ; - 
Or m1sDa calld, to whom by promis'd ty'd, 

A Rnopian beauty was the deſtin'd bride, 
CassanDRA was her name, above the reſt 
Renown'd for birth, with fortune amply bleſt. 
Lysiuachus, who rul'd the Rropran ſtate, 
Was then, by choice, their annual magiſtrate : 
He lov'd Css AN DRA too with equal fire, 

But. Fortune had not favour'd his defire; . 
Croſs'd by her friends, by her not diſapproy'd, 
Nor yet preferr'd, or like Oxwm1sDa lov'd: 
So ſtood th' affair, ſome little hopes remain'd, 
That ſhould his rival chance to loſe, he gain'd. 


Mean time young Pas1MonD his marriage preſt, 
Ordain'd the nuptial day, prepar'd the feaſt, 
And frugally reſolv'd (the charge to ſhun, -_ 
Which would be double ſhould he wed alone) g 
To j * his brother's bridal with his own, 
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Lys1M4acavs, oppreſs'd with mortal grief, 
Receiv'd the news, and ſtudy'd quick relief: 
The fatal day approach'd ; if force were us'd, 
The magiſtrate his public truſt abus'd ; 

To juſtice liable, as law requir'd, 

For when his office ceas'd, his pow'r expir'd ; 
While pow'r remain'd, the means were in his hand, 
By force to ſeize, and then forſake the land : 
Betwixt extremes he knew not how to move, 

A ſlave to Fame, but more a ſlave to Love; 
Reſtraining others, yet himſelf not free, 

Made impotent by pow'r, debas'd by dignity ; 
Both ſides he weigh'd, but after much debate, 
The man prevail'd above the magi/trate. 


But works a diff' rent way to diff frent minds, 

The fool enlightens, and the wiſe he blinds. 

This youth (propoſing to poſſeſs, and *ſcape)' 

Began in murder, to conclude in rape: 

Unprais'd by me, tho“ Heav'n ſometimes may bleſs 

An impious act with undeſerv'd ſucceſs ; 

The great, it ſetmis, are privileg'd alone, 

'To puniſh all injuſtice but their own, 

But here I ſtop, not daring to proceed, 2 
Vet bluſh to flatter 'an unrighteous deed, 

For crimes are but permitted, not decreed, 


Love never fails to maſter what he finds, ö 


| Reſoly'd on n force, his wit the prztor bent, 
To find the means that might ſecure th' event; 
Not long he 1xbour'd, for his lucky thought, 
In captive Cxuox found the friend he ſought; 
Th' example pleas'd, the cauſe and crime the lame, 


An injur'd lover, and a raviſh'd dame. 
How 
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How much he could, he knew by what he dar'd, 
The leſs he had to loſe, the leſs he car'd 

To manage loathione life, when Love was the 
reward. 


This ponder'd well, and fx'd © on his intent, 
In depth of night he for the pris ner ſeat ; 
In ſecret ſent, the public view to ſhun, ' 
Then with a ſober ſmile he thus begun. 
« The Pow'rs above, who bounteoufly beſtow 
« Their gifts and graces on mankind below, 
% Yet prove your merit firſt, nor blindly give 
« To ſuch as are not worthy to receive; 
% For valour and for virtue they provide 
« Their due reward, but firſt they muſt be try'd : 
«« Theſe fruitful ſeeds within your mind they fow'd, 
« Twas to improve the talent they beftow'd 5 + 
« They gave you to be born of noble kind, 
«© They gave you love to lighten up your mind, 


And purge the grofler parts; they gave you care 
To pleaſe, and courage to deſerve the fair. 


% Thus far they try'd you, and by proof they found 
The grain intruſted in a grateful ground: 
& But ſtill the great experiment remain d. 
They ſuffer'd you to loſe the prize you gain'd; 
„% That you might learn the gift was theirs alone: 
« And when reſtor'd, to them the bleſſing own. ' 
* Reſtor'd it ſoon will be; the means prepar'd, 
« The difficulty fmooth'd, the danger ſhar'd 
* But by yourſelf ; the care to me reſign, 1 
« Then IrAIENIA's yours, CassAN DAA mine. 
% Your rival Pas uo purſues your life, 

% Impatient to revenge his raviſh'd wiſe. 

T's: * « But 
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But yet not his, to-morrow is behind, 

«« And Love our fortunes in one band has join'd: 

«© Two brothers are our foes, OrxMisDa mine, 

«« As much declar'd, as PasimonD is thine. 

«« 'To-morrow muſt their common vows be ty'd ; 

« With Love to friend and Fortune for our guide, 
Let both reſolve to die, or each zedeem a bride. 


„Right have I none, nor haſt thou much to plead; 
« *Tis force when done muſt juſtify the deed : 
«« Our taſk perform'd, we next prepare for flight, 
«« And let the loſers talk in vain of right: 
We with the fair will fail before the wind, 
«« If they are griev'd, I leave the laws behind.--- 
„Speak thy reſolves: if now thy courage droop, 
46 Deſpair in priſon, and abandon hope; 
«« But if thou dar'ſt in arms thy love regain. 
«« (For liberty without thy love were vain.) 
«© Then ſecond my deſign to ſeize the prey, 
4 Or lead to ſecond rape, for well thou know'ſt the 
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Said Cymon, overjoy'd, ©* Do thou propoſe | 
«© The means to fight, and only ſnew the foes ; 


For from the firſt, when Love had fir'd my * 


cc Reſolv d I left the care of life behind.” 


To this the bold Aae vs reply'd, 
Let Heav'n be neuter, and the ſword: decide: 
«© The ſpouſals are prepar'd, already play 
«© The minſtrels, and provoke the tardy day: 
«« By this the brides are wak'd, their grooms: are 
«« dreſs'd, 
« All Rxoves is ſummon'd to the nuptial feaſt ; 
5 All but myſelf, the ſole unbidden gueſt ; 


\ 
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«« Unbidden though I am, I will be there, 
« And, "nh by thee, intend to joy the fair. 


«« Now het the reſt. When day reſigns the light» 
« And chearful torches gild the jolly night, 
„ Be ready at my call; my choſen few _ * 
« With arms adminiſter'd ſhall aid thy crew. ' 
«« Then ent'ring unexpected will we ſeize 
„% Our deſtin'd prey, from men diffoly'd in eaſe; * 
« By wine diſabled, unprepar'd for fight; 
« And haſt'ning to the ſeas ſuborn our flight: 
«© The ſeas are ours, for I command the fort, 
« A ſhip well mann'd expects us in the port: 
« If they, or if their friends, the prize conteſt, 
« Death ſhall attend the man who dares reſiſt.” 


His troop with ardent emulation fir'd, 


It pleas'd ;--- the pris'ner to his hold retir' d, c 
All fix'd to fight, their wonted work requir'd. 


The ſun aroſe, the ſtreets were throng'd around, 
The palace open'd, and the poſts were crown'd : 
The double bridegroom at the door attends 
Th' expected ſpouſe, and entertains the friends: 
They meet, they lead to church; the prieſts invoke 
The Pow'rs, and feed the flames with fragrant ſmoak ; 
This done, they feaſt, and at the cloſe of night 
By kindled torches vary their delight, 
Theſe lead the lively dance, and thols the brim- 

: ming bowls invite. 


Now at th' appointed place and hour aſſign'd, 
With ſouls reſoly'd, the raviſhers were join'd : 


F 3 Three 
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Three bands are form'd: the firſt is ſent before, 

To favour the retreat, and guard the ſhore : 

The ſecond at the palace gate is plac'd, 

And up the lofty ſtairs aſcend the laſt. 

A peaceful troop they ſeem with ſhining veſts, 

But,coats of mail beneath ſecure their breaſts. 
Dauntleſs advanc'd young CrMo at their head, 

And finds the feaſt renew'd, the table ſpread : 

Sweet voices, mix'd with inſtrumental ſounds, 

Aſcend the vaulted roof, the vaulted roof rebounds. 

When like the harpies ruſhing through the hall, 

The ſudden troop appears, the tables fall ; 

Their ſmoaking load is on the pavement thrown ; 

Each raviſher prepares to ſeize his own : 

The brides, invaded with a rude embrace, 

Shriek out for aid, confuſion fills the place: 

Quick to redeem the prey their plighted lords 

Advance; the palace gleams with ſhining ſwords. 


- 


But late is all defence, and ſuccour vain ; 
The rape is made, the raviſhers remain. 
Two ſturdy ſlaves were only ſent before 
To bear the purchas'd prize in ſafety to the ſhore; 
'The troop retires, the lovers cloſe the rear, 
With forward faces not confeſſing fear: 
Backward they move, but ſcorn their pace to mend ; 
Then ſeek the ſtairs, and with flow haſte deſcend. 


Fierce Pas1M0ND their paſſage to prevent, 
Thruſt full on Cymon's back in his deſcent, 


The * return'd unbath'd, and to the handle 
' ent. 


Stout 
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Stout Cy uo foon remounts, and cleft in two 

His rival's head with one deſcending blow: 

And as the next in rank Or uis D ſtood, 

He turn'd the point; the ſword inur'd to blood 

Bor'd his unguarded breaſt, which pour'd a purple 
flood. 

With vow'd revenge the gath'ring crowd purſues, 

The raviſhers turn head, the fight renews : 

The hall is heap'd with corps, the ſprinkled gore 

Beſmears the walls, and floats the marble floor. 

Diſpers'd at length the drunken ſquadron flies, 

The victors to the veſſel bear their prize, 

And hear behind loud groans and lamentable cries. 


Then ply their oars, and bruſh the buxom ſea, 
While troops of gather'd Ryopians crowd the quay. 
What ſhould the people do, when left alone ? 
The governor and government are gone. 

The public wealth to foreign parts convey'd ; 
Some troops diſbanded, and the reſt unpaid. 
Rnropes is the ſoy'reign of the ſea no more; 
Their ſhips unrigg'd, and ſpent their naval ſtore ; 
They neither could defend, nor can purſue, 

But grinn'd their teeth, and caſt a helpleſs view ; 
In vain with darts a diſtant war they try, 

Short, and more ſhort the miſſile weapons fly. 
Meanwhile the raviſhers their crimes enjoy, 

And flying fails, and ſweeping oars employ ; 

The cliffs of Raoves in little ſpace are loſt, 
Jovz's iſle they ſeek, nor Jove denies his coaſt, 


The crew with merry ſhouts their anchors "I 


In ſafety landed on the Canvian ſhore, 
With gen'rous wines their ſpirits they reſtore ; 
F 4 There 
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There Cymon, with his Rropian friends, reſides, 
Both court, and wed at once the willing brides, 

A war enſues, the CxtTans own their cauſe, 

Stiff to defend their hoſpitable laws : 

Both parties loſe by turns ; and neither wins, 

Till, peace propounded, by a truce begins ; 

The kindred of the Alain forgive the deed, 

But a ſhort exile muſt, for ooh precede ; 

The term expir'd, from Canp1a they remove, 

And happy, each at home, enjoys his Love. 


* DAMON AND THYRSIS, 


AN ELEGIAC PASTOR AE. 


V y HEN radiant Pnorzus firſt began to riſe, 
And ruddy morning gilt the eaſtern ſkies, 
Damon, a youth, the pride of all the ſwains, 
Had driv'n from covert to the open plains 
His fleecy charge, then tun'd his oaten reed, 
And left them ſtraying o'er the fragrant mead. 
There as he ſat beneath the beachen ſhade, 
Chaunting the praiſes of his fay'rite maid, 

A ſhepherd ſwain he ſaw at diſtance plac'd, 

Where ſwelling hills the vary'd landſcape grac'd. 
THyRs1s it was, who wont to tend his ſheep 

On the green border of the flow'ry ſteep, 

With tuneful notes to glad the nymphs around, 

And chear the plains with ſweeteſt muſic's ſound : 
Now on the ſloping bank with downcaſt eye, 

Fix'd on the dappled brook that murmur'd by, 
Reflected 
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Reflected in whoſe dazzling mirrour ſhone 

The glowing ſky and ſplendid orient ſun. 

The ſhepherd ſat ;---forgot his flock and crook, 
Half hid by willows weeping o'er the brook, 
And ever and anon of hapleſs love | 
His plaints reſounded to the neighb'ring grove : 
The hill, the grove, the ſtream his notes return, 
And ſighing winds in pity ſeem to mourn.---- 
Him Damon knew, and joy'd to ſeek his friend, 
While faithful dogs his tender flock attend; 
Then near approaching with concern he view'd 
The drooping ſhepherd bending o'er the flood, 
And while to ſoothe his aching heart he try'd, 
Thus Damon ſpoke, and Tnrxsis thus reply'd. 


DAMON... 


While Spring's ſweet warblers fill the vernal grove, 
And all around breathe harmony and love, 
While blooming flow'rs on hs appear, 
And ſmiling ſkies ſalute the riſing year, 
Why mourn'ſt thou Tayxs1s, tell me ſhepherd, why 
From - thy fraught boſom heaves the burſting ſigh? 
Thy cattle ſtray o'er yonder verdant mead, | 
On flow'ry lawns thy tender lambkins feed 
Thy happy lot till envy'd and approv'd, 
By ſwains admir'd, and by the muſe belov'd 
Thy DeL1a, Heav'n's and man's peculiar care, 
Thou firſt of ſwains, ſhe faireſt of the fair. 


THYRSIS. 
Aſk why when fanning Zephyrs mildly blow, 


With gentleſt lapſe the murm'ring currents * 


. 


And why when furious Aus rER ruſhes forth, 

Or bluſt' ring Boz x45 from the turbid north, 
The ſurges riſe, the ſeas tempeſtuous roar, % 
And foaming laſh the hoarſe-reſounding ſhore ? 

Aſk why the ſummer ſun his glory ſhrouds, 

When angry Heav'ns hang forth their ſable clouds, 
Though the fame ſun in milder days appear 

Eye of. the world and ſplendor of the year ? 

Alas | my friend, my calm of youth is fled, 

And gath'ring tempeſts hover round my head. 
Sweet was my dawn of life ; my morning ſun 
Serenely bright with cloudleſs luſtre ſhone : 

Now clear the ftream of life no longer flows, 

Nor with freſh tints the beauteous landſcape glows 
No happy ſcenes ſhall glad my mournful view, 
DeL1a is loſt—I bid the world adieu. 


DAMON. 


Who now ſhall place his faith in beauty's charms, 
Since DEL1a can forſake her Tay rs:s' arms. 
Was ſhe not all that could excite deſire, | 
Could fan at once, and fix a lover's fire? 
Was ſhe not all that could engage our youth 
To breathe forth vows of conſtancy and truth? 
Did not her ev'ry action tend to prove 
How for thy ſake ſhe burn'd with pureſt love? 


THYRSIS. 


And ſhe was true; witneſs each happy fcene, 
The nodding foreſt and the level green, 
Which once beheld us all our hours employ 

In ſweet delight, in rapture, love, and joy; 


Which 
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Which ſaw her grief, when with diſorder'd charms 
By force alone ſhe left my faithful arms; 
Condemn'd alas! a diff' rent lot to prove, 


Conſol'd alone by vows, of hapleſs, hopeleſs love. 
DAMO N. 
What pow'r from Tuvxsis could his DeLta tear, 


Who from his arms could force th' unwilling fair; 
Or what bold raviſher, where freedom reigns, 


Durſt violate the laws that bind our happy ſwains ? 


THYRSIS. 


None, Damon, none could dare by force invade 
Love's rights in this our hoſpitable ſhade ; 
Or, daring, DzL1a had from ſuch been freed, 
And all Azcap1a had reveng'd the deed: 
None, Damon, none but thoſe whom Nature's care 
Had plac'd, profeſs'd, the guardians of the fair.--- 
Her from theſe plains her angry fire removes 
In other climes to ſeek out other loves, 
In climes where war too oft decides of right, 
And beauty ſinks beneath the warrior's might, 
Or elſe the bride becomes a trophy of the fight. 
She, who from. hence her angry parents bore, 
May now rove helpleſs on ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where no clear ſtream, no ſoft refreſhing breeze 
Cools the hot earth, or fans the quiv'ring trees, 
Where rugged cliffs, or yawning caverns bend, 
Or joyleſs waſtes of barren ſand extend, 
Or toſs'd, deſerted, on the ſtormy main, 
May wiſh her peaceful home, but wiſh alas ! in vain 
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And is it thus our deareſt rights are ſold, 
For love of glory, or the thirſt of gold ? 
Can De1a's fire, nurs'd in theſe happy plains, 
Bear her to climes where lawleſs fury reigns ; 
Or could he find, tho' through each clime he rove, 
A youth who merits more his DzL14's love? | 
But Heav'n my Tayrs1s to thy longing arms, 
May yet reſtore her bright in blooming charms ; 
Her conſtancy her father's heart may gain, 
And till reward thee for thy am'rous pain; 
Or lenient Time may bid thy troubles ceaſe, 
And huſh thy wounded boſom into peace, 


nein 


When our ill ſtars already have decreed, 
'That not our toils nor wiſhes ſhall ſucceed, 
How vain is Hope, that viſionary pow'r, 
The poor illuſion of ſome liſtleſs hour, 
Imagination pouring on the brain, 
Shapes Fancy form'd, that crowd her motley reign. 
A while the glitt'ring toys amuſe the ſight, _ 
But ſoon before our reaſon wing their flight, 
As flitting ſhadows fade before approaching light, 
Then double gloom ſucceeds, which makes us hate 
The ſhort-liv'd reſpite from our evil fate, 
The landfcape dying on the active mind, 
Leaves but a dreary, deſert waſte behind. 


i If future days could bring the hop'd-for reſt, 


Slight were the wound infix'd in Turrs1s' breaſt ; 
But, 


X. 
But, ſhepherd, know, no common flame is mine, 
Nor can my ſorrows ev'n with years decline, 
No length of time can miniſter relief, 


Till death diſſolves my frame, and with it ends my 
grief. 


D AMON. 


Yet, Tayrs1s, yet to better thoughts attend, 
Nor while you mourn a miſtreſs light a friend, | 
Friendſhip has charms which tho” to Love they yield, 
Has mighty deeds atchiev'd in life's vaſt field; 
Damon will ſoothe thee, will delight thine ear 
With ſweeteſt ſtrains, though thou thyſelf forbear 
The pipe, or tune it ſtill to notes of woe, 
Which bid afreſh thy ſtreaming ſorrows flow. 
Ah! Tarss1s, haſte, in yon? delightful bow'r, 
To prove the, charms of Muſic's magic pow'r ; . 
ALex1s too, and Corypon are there, 
With SyLv1a, next to thy own Der1a fair; 
Theſe know the ſoul of harmony to wake, 
And the rapt mind a willing captive take ; 
Theſe may, at leaſt, the grateful office prove, 
To ſoothe thy ſoul, if not its grief remove, 
Nor DeL1a's ſelf could wiſh thee to forbear 
To nujſe a life, the object of her care. 


* 


THYRSIS. 


A 


Much to thy friendſhip muſt thy Tayzs:1s owe, 
But what, alas! has Tarxsis to beſtow ? 
What ſad reflexion muſt my hours employ, 
To give thee anguiſh, while thou proffer'ſt joy, 16 
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Joy which, alas! 1 ne'er muſt hope to taſte, 

The world to me but one mere boundleſs waſte, 
Nor Muſic's charms, nor Beauty's can I know, * 
Both muſt awake my former ſenſe of woe; 

If Muſic ſound, I think who touch'd the ſhell, 

And knew its various moving ſtrains ſo well, 

Who but my DeLra ? then I ſee her ſtand, 

The lute, or lyre, all graceful in her hand, 

Inviting to the dance. If Beauty warms, 

The ſoul of Beauty dwelt in DeL14's charms : 

By day I ſeek her; in the dead of night 

I rove abandon'd by the moon's pale light, 

Trace ev'ry haunt where once ſhe us'd to rove, 

And tell to ſenſeleſs woods my hapleſs tale of love. 


Ceaſe then, good youth, to ſoothe a wretched 
—_—. 
Haſte to thy flocks upon the flow'ry plain, 
Or join the ſhepherds in the jaſmine bow'r, 
And paſs in joy the quickly fleeting hour, 
Nor think on Tayxzs1s, till his aſhes laid 
Beneath ſome rural, melancholy ſhade, 
Perchance ſhall claim the tribute of a tear, 
Tis all thy Tay&s1s aſks to prove thy love ſincere, 


Thus while the love- ſick ſwain all mournful ſpoke, 
A rev'rend form through ſhading ofiers broke, 
ARrCas it was, who all his ſeul- had prov'd, 

Arcas, the father of the maid he lov'd ; 

And faſt behind him came a beauteous fair, 

With chaplets crown'd her graceful, auburn hair, 
And in her hand a flow'ry wreath ſhe bore, * 

Such as AxcAblAx youths in triumph wore, 
Wove by the fav'rite maid whoſe beauties they adore. 

|. - Aſtoniſh'd 


e, 
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Aſtoniſn'd TaxxsI1Ss ſtood. Ere yet he ran 
To meet the fair, old Ax cas thus began: 
«« Shepherd, to try thy truth, I bore the maid 7 
«© To the cloſe covert of a ſecret ſnade, 
To prove if lovers yet, devoid of crimes, 
« Keep virtue's path in theſe degen'rate times, 
« Tf ſtill AxcADIA through her realm ſhall view, 
« Her nymphs all conſtant, and her ſwains all true, 
„ My DEL11a ſhall receive no ſtranger's hand, 
«« No love awaits her in a foreign land, 
« Her faith like thine (for be has too been prov d) 
« Has ſhewn how much, how conſtantly ſhe loy'd; . 
„ Behold her now the ſacred chaplet wear, 


% The meed of virtue and of dove ſincere, 


« Accept, my ſon, to crown thy happy love, 

„The wreath by her own virgin fingers wove, 

« The happy time awaits, the nuptial bow'r 

Is deck'd with ev'ry ſweetly-ſmiling flow'r, 

« All troubles in this happy moment ceaſe, . 

* And Heav'n ſhall crown your loves with laſting 
cc peace. 72 


He ſaid, and inſtant join'd their plighted hands, 
Their vows were ſanctify'd by HrusN's bands; 
Turxsis attended, with a num'rous train 
Of nymphs and ſhepherds of the happy plain, 

Their joy was teſtify'd by muſic's ſound, 

Their mirth was heighten'd by the Lovers crown'd, 
While the old ſhepherd weary'd Heav'n with pray'r, 
To make his children its peculiar care ; 

The hymn by good MenaLicas is addreſs'd, 

That crown'd the rites and ſanctify'd the feaſt, 

The ſtrains, till eve deſcends, the youth prolemg, 
And all Axcap1a echoes to the ſong. | 
EMMA 
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EMMA OF SHREWSBURY. 
, f 0 . 

WI ER E wide SaLro0P14's fertile plains extend, 
And Szgvsrn bids her circling waters bend, 
When the fourth Henzry, Encriand's ſcepter ſway'd, 
Young Emma liv'd a fair and virtuous maid. 
Sweet was her breath as roſes newly blown, 
Such was her form as Venus ſelf might own; 
So gently fram'd, ſo innocently gay, | 
She charm'd all eyes, and ſtole all hearts away ; 
But one alone, of all the noble train, 
That ſought her hand, her favour could obtain : 
Epwin his name, rich, young, and nobly bold; 
With paſſing art his tender tale he told; 
Her ſire and brother to his ſuit gave ear, 
And bluſhing Emma ſaw her nuptials near; 
When angry PER, in an evil hour, 
Defy'd his king, and rais'd a mighty power, 
Full on the Severn's banks reſolv'd to dare 
Great HENRY and his youthful heir. to war. 
Her father Moxcas, once a valiant knight, 
Now worn with age, abſtain'd from fields of fight, 
Yet, for his king, he rous'd his. ſon to arms, 
Experienc'd Epxev, train'd to war's alarms : 
But Epwin, now engag'd on PrRer's fide, 
At Morcar's hands in vain demands his bride; _ 
Till, by ſurprize, beneath the night's dim ſhade, 
He to the camp convey'd the lovely maid ; 
For him her father, brother, glad ſhe leaves, 
And, ere the fight, his proffer'd vows receives. 
The battle join'd, amid that ſcene of blood, 
' A blooming warrior by his ſide ſhe ſtood ; 


Now 
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Now fits his armour with officious care, 

Then for his ſafety wearies Heav'n with pray'r; 

Amaz'd; her foes ſurvey the warlike bride, 

And turn their half-deſcending ſwor ds aſide. 

But now the prince, whom Fate in after days, 

Deſign'd his country's name in arms to raiſe z 

Glowing with rage, preferrin rring fame to life, 

Singled forth Epwin in the fatal ftrife : 

Nor Exma here the field inglorious fled; _ 

Thrice twang'd her bow, and thrice be ſhafts te 

ſped ; 

But vain her aid, her Lever's valour vain, 

By furious MonmovuTH's arm he preſs'd the plain. 

And here one fate two faithful hearts had join'd, 

In death united, as in life combin'd. 

But gallant Pzxcr, threat'ning from afar, 

Gloomy and dreadful ruſh'd amid the war, 

Preſery'd her from the victor's threatning dart, 

And aim'd a deadly jav'lin at his heart; 

The ſpear a paſſage through his buckler found, 

And on his ſhoulder fix'd a ghaſtly wound, 

With heavy eyes that ſhot forth gloomy fires 

He drops his lance, and from the fight retireg, 

Now low in earth had EnGLand's hope been laid, 

But Epxev timely haſten'd to his aid, 

With eager ſpeed before the prince he preſs'd, 

Oppos'd the ſteel and felt it in his breaſt. 

Unhappy Emma ſaw her brother lain, 

And her lov'd Epwix ſtretch'd upon the plain; 

The pitying PER e ſought to ſoothe her care, 

And bore her, fainting, from the ranks of war, 

Forc'd from her graſp her Lover's fatal ſword, 

Which elſe had giv'n her paſſage to her lord. 
G When 


- 
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« When we return (ſaid he) with glory crown'd, 

To heal thy woes ſhall ſure relief be found, 

« Unbounded joy ſhall bid complaining aa, 

And ſpeak thy woe-fraught boſom into peace,” 

In vain! Alas! the prince returns no more, 

Breathleſs he lies on SEVERx's ſedgy ſhore, 

Condemn'd at laſt a hapleſs end to meet, 

Stretch'd at his royal, conqu' ring rivals feet ; 

Ev'n where his lance had giv'n the erring wound, 

His own undaunted body preſs'd the ground. 

Greatly he fell---but Emma, weeping maid, 

The victor princes from the field convey'd, 

Whilſt angry MonmovuTH's tears were ſeen to flow, 

To hear the beauteous rebel's tale of woe ; (9 

He charg'd his guards with friendly aid to bear 

To Morxcar's houſe the ſadly mourning fair; 

But ere ſhe reach'd the hoſpitable dome, 

(Her once much lov'd and dear delightful home) 

Her father's clay-cold corſe a weeping train 

Bore to her feet, by her own poinard ſlain ; 

For Rumour's tongue had ſpread his ſon's ſad fate, 

And Henxr victor in the warm debate; 

Small hope of Emma's forfeit life could yield, 

Ev'n if ſhe *ſcap'd the horrors of the field. 

Deſpairing, thus the aged chieftain fell, 

And bade, with ſighs, a cruel world farewel. — 

Thus preſs'd with grief, in all her wiſhes croſs'd, 

Her fire, her brother, and her lover loſt, 

Fix'd, motionleſs, ſhe ſtood, nor filence broke, 

(As one who feels the dreadful thunder ſtroke) 

At laſt (fear adding ſtrength) the virgin bride, 

Broke from her train and ſought the Severn's ſide. 

Ev'n there where once the young Sa RINA brave, 

Periſh'd, indignant, in the foaming wave; . 
Wit 
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With ſtreaming eyes, and agonizing woe, 

The damſel plung'd her in the deep below. 

For her no tomb is rais'd, no torches bright 

Gild the dun horrors of the conſcious night ; 

But weeping Heav'n pours faſt a ruſhing ſhow'r, 

And Severn lifts its waves diſtain'd with gore: 

Loud thunders roll, and livid light'nings play ;--- 

The ſimple ſwains with horror mark the day.—. 

Some ſay, that by the moon's pale light, they view'd 

Her ſhade aſcending from the mourning flood, 

Till in the clouds ſhe met her lover's form, 

And with him ſoar'd to Heav'n amid the bell'wing 
ſtorm. 

And ſtill the ruſtics to their ſons relate 

The diſmal ſtory of fair Emma's fate; 

As oft? as in long winter's nights they tell 

How MonmouTa fought, how gallant Pzxcr fell. 


ELEGY ON AN UNFORTUNATE LADY. 


Wu AT beck ning ghoſt, along the mipon-Ugkt 
ſhade 

Invites my ſteps, and points to yonder glade ? 

"Tis ſhe! But why that bleeding boſom gor'd, 

Why dimly gleams the viſionary ſword ? 

Oh, ever beauteous, ever friendly, tell, 

Is it in Heav'n a crime to love too well? 

To bear too tender, or too firm a heart, 

To act a Lover's or a Rowan's part ? 

Is there no bright reverſion. in the ſky 

For thoſe who greatly think, or bravely die ? 

G 2 Why 
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Why * you elſe, ye Pow'rs ! her ſoul aſpire 
Above the vulgar flight of low deſire? 
Ambition firſt ſprung from your bleſt abodes ; 
The glorious fault of angels, and of gods: 

Thence to their images on earth it flows, 

And in the breaſts of kings and heroes glows. 
Moſt ſouls, *tis true, but peep out once an age, 
Dull, ſullen pris'ners in the body's cage: 

Dim lights of life, that burn a length of years 
Uſeleſs, unſeen, as lamps in ſepulchres : 

Like eaſtern kings, a lazy ſtate they keep, 

And cloſe confin'd. to their own palace, ſleep. 


From theſe, perbaps (ere Nature bade her die) 
Fate ſnatch'd her early to the pitying ſky. 
As into air the purer ſpirits flow, 
And ſep'rate from their kindred dregs below ; 
So flew the ſoul to its congenial place, 
Nor left one yirtue to redeem her race. 


But thou, falſe guardian of a charge too good, 
Thou, mean deſerter of thy brother's blood! 
See on thoſe ruby lips the trembling breath, 
Theſe cheeks now fading at the blaſt of death: 
Cold is that breaſt which warm'd the world before, 
And thoſe love-darting eyes muſt roll no more. 
Thus if eternal juſtice rules the ball, | 
Thus ſhall your wives, and thus your children fall : : 
On all the line a ſudden vengeance waits, 
And frequent hearſes ſhall beſiege your gates z 
There paſſengers ſhall ſtand, and pointing ſay, 
(While the long fun'rals blacken all the way :) 
Lo! theſe were they, whoſe ſouls the * ſteel'd, 
And curs'd with hearts unknowing how to yield. 


Thus 


1 85 J 


Thus, unlamented paſs, the proud away, 
The gaze of fools and pageants of a day; 
So periſh all whoſe breaſt ne'er'learn'd to glow 
For others good, or melt at others woe! 


What can atone (Oh deeply- injur d made !) 
Thy fate unpity'd, and thy rites unpaid ? 
No friends complaint, no kind domeſtic tear | 
Pleas'd thy pale ghoſt, or grac'd thy mournful bier: 
By fareign hands thy dying eyes were clos'd, 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs compos'd, 
By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn'd, 
By ſtrangers honour'd, and by ſtrangers mourn'd : 
What tho' no friends in ſable weeds appear, 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 
And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances, and the public ſhow ? 
What tho? no weeping loves thy aſhes grace, 
Nor poliſh'd marble emulate thy face ? 
What tho” no ſacred earth allow the room, 
Nor hallow'd dirge be mutter'd o'er thy tomb? 
Yet ſhall thy grave with riſing flow'rs be dreſs'd, 
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breaſt. 
There ſhall the morn” her earlieſt tears beſtow, 
There the firſt roſes of the year ſhall blow; 
Whilſt angels with their ſilver wings o'erſhade 
The ground, now ſacred by thy reliques made. 


80 peaceful reſts, without a ſtone, a name, 
What once had beauty, titles, wealth and fame. 
How lov'd, how honour'd once, avails thee not, 
To whom related, or by whom begot ; - 
A heap of duſt alone remains of thee, 
n | *Tis all thou art, and all the proud ſhall be. 
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Poets themſelves muſt fall, like thoſe they ſung, 
Deaf the prais'd ear, and mute the tuneful tongue. 


Ev'n he, whoſe ſoul now melts in mournful lays, 
Shall ſhortly want the gen'rous tear he pays ; 
Then from his cloſing eyes thy form ſhall part, 
And the laſt pang ſhall tear thee from his heart, 


Life's idle bus'neſs at one gaſp be o'er, 


The Muſe forgot, and thou belov'd no more ! 


— 
1 0 MI R A. 


Cons Mira, thou pride of the grove, 
The theme and the joy of my ſong ; 
Attend to the ſummons of love, 
And join with the gay, ſportive throng. 


Ah come while the ſeaſon invites, 
While Nature's wild choriſters ſing ; 
Whilſt each glowing landſcape delights, ' 
Let us baſk on the boſom of ſpring. 


Let us haſte to the garden and field, 


While meadows and woodlands are green; | 


Let us taſte all the pleaſures they yield, 
And rejoice in the nn ſcene.--- 


By the ſtreamlet that murmuring flows, 
By the lark and the thruſh on the ſpray, 

By the tulip, the lily and roſe, 

„The beautiful daughters of Mar; 


1 


By the joys, the endearments of youth, 
By the ſiglis thou haſt breath'd in my arms, 
By the love of that virtue and truth, 
That the breaſt of thy Cox r Dbox warms; 


Remember that youth is a flow'r, 
Which quickly muſt fade and decay, 

And beauty the boaſt of an hour, 
Which fleets like a ſhadow away. 


As blooms from yon” thicket the roſe, 
All gay in the liv'ry of ſpring, 
Their ſweets as yon” bloſſoms diſcloſe, 
Where the black-bird and nightingale ſing, 


Condemn'd all their charms to forego 
Ere autumn has heated the ſky ; 

Ev'n thus do our bleſſings below, 
Too ſuddenly wither and die. 


But Love has ſuch ſweets ftill in ſtore, 
As defy all the envy of Time, 

As each moment ſhall flouriſh the more, 
Each moment ſhall grow more ſublime, 


All theſe in her Coxypon's arms, 
His Mix a for ever ſhall find, 

And when age ſhall have rifled her charms, 
He will love her, becauſe of her mind. 


al 
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O Come, Buuza) lovely maid, 
Invoke reflexion's pow'r ; 

Beneath this fragrant myrtle's ſhade, 
Enjoy the preſent hour. 


Beneath thoſe branches ting'd with green, 
With dews celeſtial hung; 

Where Zephyrs grac'd the aweful ſcene, 
And _— linnets ſung. 


Here let us copy Nature's law, 
Here cull her choiceſt ſtore ; 

From every charm experience draw, 
And all her works adore, 


Secure from fierce corroding pain, 
Which goads the guilty breaſt ; 

Free from the venal ſons of gain, 
In happineſs we'll reſt. 


Good-nature, affable agg gay, 
Shall ſpread her genial wings; 

Contentment every charm diſplay, 
Beyond the reach of kings. 


Free from ambition's frantic joy, 
The filent hours ſhall glide ; 

To love we'll ev'ry care employ, 
By yonder cryſtal tide. 


See 
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See how the bubbling currents roll, 
And charm the liſt'ning ear; 

With muſic harmonize the ſoul, 

And baniſh trembling fear. 


There nodding willows gently bow, 
With ſilent motions bend, 

To kiſs the ſtream that runs below, 
And to it's .charms attend. 


There on the boſom of the air 
P11 breathe the ſtrains of love; 

Yon” genial ſkies ſhall hear my pray'r! 
ELIz A ſhall approve. 


The midnight gloom itſelf mall ſmile, 
The darkeſt ſhades ſeem light ; 

Your love ſhall ev'ry woe beguile, 
To rapture and delight. 


F ; . | 
LOVE VERSES, TO PHYLLIDA.. 


Tu O' ſummer exerts her ſweet pow'r, 
Tho' roſes and jaſmines now bloom, 
Tho' the eglantines twine round my bow'r, 
And ſpread all my fields with perfume. 
No joy can theſe proſpects impart, 
When ParLLipa fair is not nigh, 
Like a turtle then droops my fond heart, 
When depriv'd of it's mate and it's joy. 
When 
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When winter howls through the dark ſkies, 
And the ſun ſcarce illumines the day, 

When the ſtorms and the tempeſts ariſe, _ 
And the thruſh ſits alone on the ſpray; 


Then if PaYLLipa grace my low cot, 
How charming the proſpects appear, 

The cold of the ſeaſon's forgot, - ( 
And it ſeems but the ſpring of the year. 


Through the fields and the valleys ſo gay, 
How oft* do we careleſſly roam, 

Or paſt the ſoft rivulets ſtray, 
Nor think of our diſtance from home, 


The turtle that cooes for its niate, 
The lambkins that play in the grove, 
New pleaſure theſe objects create, 
And ſupply us with topics of Love. 


But, hark ! the hoarſe tempeſts ariſe, 
The torrents impetuous deſcend, ' 

Black clouds ſweep along-the dark ſkies, 
And we ſee no kind refuge at hand: 


*Tis thus when our youth is no more, 
And our ſunſhine of ſummer is paſt, 

*Tis then the gay ſcenes are no more, 
And we ſhiver before the bleak blaſt. 


But Love ſhall a refuge ſupply, 
When youth, wit, and beauty ſhall fade, 
*Tis Love which ſhall eaſe the deep figh, 
And condu@ our old ſteps through the glade. VE 
ö n 
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And when we reſign our laſt breath, 
Still Love ſhall his ſuccours impart, 

Shall blunt the keen arrow of death, 
And raiſe with ſoft comfort the heart. 


— 


. 


LAURA, AN ELE GV. 


VI. groves, with venerable moſs array'd, 

That o'er-yon” caverns ſtretch your pendent ſhade, 
Where ſacred filence lulls the rural yale,. 

And Love in whiſpers tells his tender tale ! 

Ye lonely rotks, ye ſtreams that ever flow ! 

Still as my tears, and conſtant as my woe ! 

To you, behold the wretched:Lavk a flies, 

And haunts thoſe ſeats from whence her ſorrows riſe ; 
Where, loſt to Love, how often has ſhe ſtray'd, 
When the fond Lover led his bluſhing maid, 

When his ſoft lips, (too eloquent his art,) | 
Pour'd the warm wiſh, and breath'd out all his heart. 


Ah, once lov'd ſeats ! your pleaſing ſcenes are o'er, 
Nor can you charm, ſince he can love no more; 
Though ſmile your lawns with vernal glories crown'd, 
In vain gay Nature paints th' enamePd ground ; 
While through your ſolitary paths I rove, 

A prey to grief, to ſiekneſs, and to love. 

Though gentle Zephyrs fan the bending bow'rs, 
Though breathes the incenſe of your op'ning flow'rs, 
Nor op'ning flow'rs nor gentle Zephyrs charm, 


Nor beauteous ſcenes a grief like mine diſarm, 
| Fade 
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Fade ev'ry flow'r, and languiſh ev'ry ſenſe, 
Ye have no ſweets for ruin'd innocence. 


Torn by remorſe, ſad victim of deſpair, 
Where ſhall I turn, or where addreſs my pray'r ? 
Far as the morn” its early beams diſplays, 
Or where the ſtar of ev'ning darts its rays ; 
Far as wide earth is ſtretch'd, or oceans roll, 
Where blow the winds, or heav'ns inveſt the pole, 
In vain my flutt'ring ſoul would wing its way, 
Stern Care purſues where'er the wretched ſtray. 


Soft god of ſleep, whoſe ever peaceful reign 
Lulls earth and heav'n, and all th? extended main, 
Pow'rful to give the lab'ring heart to reſt, 

To wipe the tear, and heal the wounded breaſt ; 
Say, by what crime offended, flies from me, 
Invok'd thy unpropitious deity ? 

Or dooms, on racks of wildeſt fancy torn, 

In dreams my agonizing ſoul to mourn ? 

Why am Joft' on angry billows toſt, 

Now in ſome wide and dreary deſert loſt ? 
While yet in /fe, infernal tortures feel, 
Bound by fierce dæmons to ſome rapid wheel, 
Now ſeem to climb, while hills on hills ariſe, 
In vain, or fall in tempeſts from the ſkies, 
Tread burning plains, or ſwim in ſeas of fire, 


Juſt reach the ſhore, then ſee the ſhore retire ? 
As oft, dear youth! thy pleaſing form appears, 


| ſtretch my arms, and wake diffoly'd in tears; 


Yet waking fancy all that loſs ſupplies, 
And ſtill I view thee with a Lover's eyes; 


Entranc'd in thought, o'er'all thy charms I gaze, 


See thy bright eyes diffuſe their ſofteſt rays, 
Hang 
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Hang on thy hand, or, on thy breaſt reclin'd, 
Play with thy locks that waver in the wind, 

Joy in thy joy, or in thy ſorrows join, | 

And on thy lips my ſpirit mix with thine. 

Now o'er dark wilds, or rugged rocks we ſtray, 
Love lights the gloom, and ſmooths the dreary way; 
Now on ſoft banks our weary limbs repoſe, 

Where ev'ry flow'r of vernal beauty glows ; 

But light as air each pleaſing viſion flew, 

Swift as the ſun diſpels the morning dew ; 

While with the day returns the ſenſe of woe, 

We wake more wretched when the cheat we know. 


Imagination ! miſtreſs of the ſoul, 
What pow'rs unſeen the active mind controul ? 
Or fill the waking thought or buly ſleep : 
When not a breeze diſturbs the tranquil deep, 
Nor lofty pines through all the foreſts move, 
Why ſtir the motions of reſiſtleſs Love ? 


Urg'd by the golden morn the night recedes, 
And year to year in changeful courſe ſucceeds; 
Nor night, nor morn', nor years, to me reſtore, 
The peace which Laune heart poſſeſs'd before, 


Involy'd in clouds, one darkſome ſcene I view, 
Bleed the ſame wounds, and all my pains renew, 


O boaſt of Laux 's long forgotten praiſe ! 
Paſt are the triumphs of my happier days, 


When plac'd ſupreme on beauty's radiant throng, 


[ aw, with conſcious pride, each heart my own; 
Where'er I turn'd a thouſand nymphs admir'd, 


Whene'er I ſmil'd a thouſand ſwains expir'd ; 
I ſpoke, 
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I ſpoke, 'twas muſic dwelt upon my tongue; 
I moy'd a goddeſs, and an angel ſung; : 
My careleſs ſteps in joy were taught to rove, , 
Each voice was flatery, and each look was loves 
But beauty's pow'r, too mighty long to laſt, 
Fled, on the wings of rapid time is paſt... 
As ſome proud veſſel to the proſp'rous gale, 
Her ſtreamer waves and ſpreads the filken fail, 
While ſilver oars to flutes ſoft breathing ſweep, 
With meaſur'd ſtrokes the ſcarcely heaving deep,: 
But ſoon tempeſtuous clouds the ſcene deform, 
. f And the loud ſurge remurmurs to the ſtorm ;--- 
ww Thus big with hope, from dark ſuſpicion free, 

Wi I fail'd with tranſport on life's ſummer ſea ; 
The gay attendants of my happy ſtate, 
The Smiles, the Graces, round were ſeen to wait, 
And all the moments, as they ſwiftly flew, 
Show'r*'d. down ſoft joy, and pleaſures ever new. 
How chang'd this fleeting image of a day ! 
How ſets in awful gloom the ev'ning ray! 
While fix'd on earth her eye in ſad ſuſpenſe, 
Pours the deep ſigh, inceſſant Penitence. 
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If youthful charms decay with age or pain, 
Beauty, thy crowded worſhippers how vain! 
Why then ſuch clouds of incenſe round aſcend ? ; 
Why proſtrate monarchs at thy altars bend ? 
Why earth's and ocean's mighty bounds explore, 
At once to win thee, and increaſe thy pow'r ? 
Let ſad example reaſon's dictates aid; 
Here ſee what ruin Grief, and Love ove made, 
E'en Love who lives by Beauty's ſmiles careſs'd, 
' Baſks in her eyes, and wantons on her breaſt, 


With 
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With cruel force the fatal ſnaft employs, 
And ſooneſt what he moſt adores, deſtroys. 


How cold I feel life's idle current flow, 
Where once the dancing ſpirits lov'd to 'glow ! 
No more theſe eyes with youthful rapture ſhine, 
Nor cheeks, ſoft bluſhing, ſpeak a warmth divine; 
Graceful no more amid the feſtive dance, 
My ſteps with eaſy dignity advance ; 
And all the gloſſy locks, whoſe ringlets ſpread 
O'er my fair neck, the honours of my head, 
Ceaſe the neat labours of my hand to know ; 
Nl ſuits the care of elegance with woe. 


Why did not Nature when ſhe gave to charm, 
With unrelenting pride my boſom arm ? | 
Why was my ſoul its tender pity taught, | 

Each ſoft affection, and each gen'rous thought? 
Hence ſpring my ſorrows, hence with ſighs I prove 
How feeble woman, and how fierce is Love. 


In unavailing ſtreams my tears are ſhed, 

Sad Laura's bliſs is with Loxenzo fled : 

For thee, falſe youth, was ev'ry joy reſign'd, 

Young health, ſweet peace, and innocence of mind. 

Are theſe the conſtant vows thy tongue profeſt, 

When firſt thy arms my yielding beauties preſt ? 

Thus did thy kiſs diſpel my empty fears ? 

Or winning voice delight my raptur'd ears ? 

Thus ſwore thy lips by ocean, earth, and ſky, 

By hell's dread pow'rs and heav'n's all-piercing eye? 

Yawns not the grave for thee ?---Why ſtays the ſtorm 

To blaſt thy limbs, and rend thy perjur'd form ? 
Unmov'd, 
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Unmov'd, O-faithleſs ! canſt thou hear my pain, 
Like the proud rocks which brave the unweary'd main? 
Sooner the ſhip-wreck'd pilot ſhall appeaſe, 1 
With ſighs the howling winds, with tears the ſeas, 
Than Laura's pray'rs thy heart, unfeeling, move, 
O loſt to Fame, to Honour, and to Love: 

Nurs'd in dark caverns on ſome mountain wild, 

To cruel manhood grew the darling child ; - ,* |, 
No female breaſt ſupply'd the infant food, 

But tygers growling o'er their ſavage brood. 
Curs'd be that fatal hour thy charms were ſeen, 
While yet this mind was guiltleſs and ſerene. 

With thee falſe man! I urg'd my haſty flight, 

And dar'd the horrors of tempeſtuous night; 
Nor fear'd with thee through plains unknown to rove, 
Deaf to the dictates of paternal love. | 

In vain, for me, a parent's tears were ſhed, 

And to the grave deſcends his hoary head.--- 

When at my feet, entranc'd, my Lover lay, 

And pour'd, in tender ſighs, his ſoul away; 

Fond, fooliſh heart ! to think the tale divine ; 

Why ſtarted not my hands when preſt in thine ? 

Too well Rememb'rance paints the fatal hour, 
When Love, great conqu'ror, ſummon'd all his pow'r ; 
When bolder grown, your glances flaſh'd with fire, 
And your pale lips all trembled with deſire : 

Back to my heart my blood tumultuous flew, 

From ev'ry pore diſtill'd the chilling dew ; 

When Shame preſaging, ſpoke each future pain, 
And ſtruggling Virtue arm'd my ſoul in vain : 

But O let filence all my weakneſs veil, 

And burning bluſhes only tell the tale. 


Ah! 


* 1 

Ah! faithleſs man ! and thou, more wretched maid! 
To guilt, to grief, and miſery betray'd ! 
Far flies thy lover to ſome diſtant plain, 
Now cleaves his bounding bark -the peaceful main ; 
Avenging Heav'n, that heard the vows he ſwore, 
Bade howl the black'ning ſtorm; and thunder roar, 
Till waves on waves, in tumbling mountains roll, 
Now fink to hell, and now aſcend the pole; 
Then on ſome plank o'er foaming billows borne, 
Trembling, his perjur'd faith the wretch ſhall mourn, 
But mourn in vain : his vig'rous arm ſhall fail, 
Guilt ſink him down, and angry Heav'n prevail; 
No friendly hand to earth his limbs convey, 
But dogs and vultures tear the bloated prey. 


Yet, (ah! fond heart!) avert, kind Heay'n, the 
ſtroke ! 
My heart denies what trembling lips have ſpoke, 
The varying accents real nature prove, 
And only ſhew how wild a thing is Love. 
Go, much loy'd youth! with ev'ry blefling crown'd, 
And Lavra's wiſhes ever guard thee round. 
Me to the ſilent ſhades and fad retreat, 
Where Love's expiring flames forget their heat, 
Death wooes all pow'rful : ere he parts the clew, 
Once more thy Laura bids her Love adieu; 
Bids health and affluence ev'ry bliſs afford; 
Bids thee be lov'd, be happy, and ador'd; 
In eaſe, in mirth, glide each glad hour away, 
No pain to ſpot thy Fortune's cloudleſs day; 
No ſigh to ſwell, no tear to flow for me; 
O grant, Heay'n all !---but grant thee conſtancy. 


H | Yet 
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Vet from my hand this laſt addreſs receive, 
This laſt addreſs is all that hand can give; 
In vain thy bark with ſpreading. canvaſs flies, 5 
If theſe ſad lines ſnall meet thy conſcious eyes; 
And, taught with winning eloquence to move, 

The winds and waters waft the voice of Love; 
That voice (O grant what dying lips implore !) 
Aſks but one tear from thee, and aſks no more. 

Then world, farewel ! farewel life's fond deſires ! 
Falſe, flatt'ring hopes, and Love's tormenting fires ! 
Already, Death ! before my cloſing eyes, 
Thy airy forms and glimm'ring ſhades ariſe. 
Hark! hear I not for me yon' paſſing bell 
Toll forth, with frequent pauſe, its ſullen knell ? 
Waits not for me yon” ſexton on his ſpade; 
Blythe whiſtling o'er the grave his toil has made ? 
Say, why in lengthen'd pomp yon' ſable train, 
With meaſur'd ſteps, flow ſtalk along the plain? 
Say, why yon' hearſe with fading flow'rs is crown'd, 
And midnight gales the deep-mouth'd dirge reſound ? 
Hail, ſiſter worms! and thou my kindeſt duſt, 
Secure to you, my weary limbs I truſt. 
Dim burns life's lamp ; O Death ! thy work compleat, 
And give my ſoul to gain her laſt retreat, 
Such as, before the birth of Nature, ſway'd, 
Ere ſpringing light the firſt great word obey'd, 
Let ſilence reign—come, Fate, exert thy might, 
And darkneſs wrap me in eternal night! 
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THE LOVER AND THE FRIEND, 


E ND UE D with all that could adorn 
Or bleſs the firſt and faireſt born! 

A ſoul! that looks ſuperior down, 

Let giddy Fortune ſmile or frown ; 

With age's wiſdom, not her years, 
STELLA, all excellence appears; 

Then who can blame me if I blend, 

The name of Lover with the Friend. 


Like Noan's dove, my buſy breaſt 
Has rov'd to find a place of reſt ; 
Some faithful boſom, to repoſe, 

And huſh the family of woes. 
Then do I dream, or have I found, 
The fair and hoſpitable ground ? 
Ah! quit your ſex's rules, and lend 
A Lover's wiſhes to the Friend. 


Abſence I try'd, but try'd in vain, 
It heals not, but upbraids my pain ; 
For thee'! Pd bear the reaper's toil, 
For thee ! conſume the midnight oil, 
Then to thy judgement wou'd I owe 
All that I read, and write, and know. 
Can thoſe who wiſh like me, pretend 
To part the Lover and the Friend? 


Come, then, and let us dare to pro e 
Diſintereſted ſweets of Love; 
For gen'rous Love no dwelling finds 
In poor and mercenary minds; 
| H 2 
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Laugh at life's idle flutt'ring things; 
Look down with pity upon kings: 
Careleſs, who like or diſcommend, ' 


Bleſt in the Lover and the Friend. 


Q! come, and we'll together haſte 
 Ofet life's uncomfortable waſte : 
Bear the ſharp thorn, to find the roſe, 
And ſmile at tranſitory woes: ; 
Keep the bright goal of hope in view, 

Nor look behind, as others do; 
Till death, and only death ſhall end, 
At once the Lover and the Friend. 


„ 


V Fair, for whom the hands of Hymen weave 
The nuptial wreath, to deck your virgin brow, 

While pleaſing pains the confcious boſons heave, 
And on the kindling cheeks the bluſhes glow ; 


Whoſe ſpotleſs ſouls contain the better dow'r, 
Whoſe lives unſtain'd fall many virtues vouch, 

For whom now.Vzxvs frames the pageant bower, 
And ſcatters roſes o'er th? expecting couch: 


To you I ſing---ah ! ere the raptur'd youth, 

With trembling hand removes the jealous veil, 
Where, long regardleſs of the vows of truth, 

' Unſocial coynels ſtamp'd th' ungrateful ſoil. 


7 Allow 
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Allow the poet round your flowing hair, 
Cull'd from an humble vale, a wreath to twine, 

To Beauty's altar with the Loves repair, | 

And wake the lute beſide that living ſhrine. 


That ſacred ſhrine! where female virtue glows, 

Where ev'n the Graces all their treaſures wy 

And where the lily, temper'd with the roſe, [ 
Harmonious contraſt ! breathes an Eden ſpring : 


That ſhrine ! where Nature with preſaging aim, 
What time her friendly aid Lucina brings, 
The ſnowy neQar pours, delightful ſtream !. 

Where flutt'ring Cuy1ps dip their purple wings. 


For you who bear a mother's ſacred name, 
Whoſe cradled offspring, in lamenting ſtrain, | 

With artleſs eloquence aſſerts his claim, a 
The boon of Nature, but aſſerts in vain. 


Say why, illuſtrious daughters of the great, 

Lives not the nurſling at your tender breaſt, 
By you protected in his frail eſtate, 

By you attended, and by you careſs'd ? 


To foreign hands, alas! can you reſign 
The parent's taſk, the mother's pleaſing care, 
To foreign hands the ſmiling babe conſign, 
While Nature ſtarts, and Hywuzn ſheds a tear? 


When 'midſt the poliſh'd circle ye rejoice, 
Or roving join fantaſtic pleaſure's train, 
 Vnheard,. perchance, the nurſling lifts his voice, 
His fears unnotic'd, and unſqoth'd his pain. 
x H 3 Ah! 
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Ah! what avails the coral crown'd with gold, 
In heedleſs infancy the title vain ? p 
The colours gay the purfled ſcarfs unfold, 
The ſplendid nurs'ry and th' attendant train? 


Far better hadſt thou firſt beheld the light 

Beneath the rafter of ſome roof obſcure, 
There in a mother's eye to read delight, 
: And in her cradling arm repoſe ſecure ! 


No. wonder ſhould HYGEIA, bliſsful queen! 
Her wonted ſalutary gifts recall, 
While haggard Pain applies his dagger keen, 
And o'er the cradle Death unfolds his pall. 


The flow' ret raviſh'd from its native air, 
And bid to flouriſh in a foreign vale, 

Does it not oft elude the planter's care, 
And breathe its dying odours on the gale ? 


For you, ye plighted Fair, when Hymen crowns 

With tender offspring your unſhaken love, 

Behold them not with rigour's chilling frowns, 
Nor from your ſight unfeelingly remove. 


Unſway'd by faſhion's dull, unſeemly jeſt, 
Still to the boſom let your infant cling, 
There banquet oft, an ever-welcome gueſt, 
Unblam'd, inebriate at that healthful ſpring. 


With fond ſolicitude each pain aſſuage, 
Explain the look, awake the ready ſmile, - 

Unfeign'd attachment ſo ſhall you engage, 
To crown, with gratitude, maternal toil, 


- 
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So ſhall your: daughters in affliction's 4 75 
When o'er your form the gloom of age ſhall ſpread, 
With lenient converſe chaſe the hours away, - 
And ſoothe, with duty's hand, the widow'd. bed, 


Approach compaſſionate the voice of grief, 
And whiſper patience to the cloſing ear ; 

From comfort's chalice miniſter relief, 
And in the potion drop a filial tear. 

So ſhall your ſons, when beauty is no more, 
When fades the languid luſtre in your eye, 
When flatt'ry ſhuns her dulcet notes to pour, 
The want of beauty and of praiſe ſupply. 


Ev'n from the wreathe that decks the warrior's brow, 
Some choſen leaves your peaceful walks ſhall ſtrew, 

And ev'n the flow'rs on claſſic ground that blow, 
Shall all unfold their choiceſt ſweets for you. 


" OPHELIA'S URN. 


Tu RO' the dim veil of ev'ning's duſky ſhade, - 
Near ſome lone fane, or yew's funereal green, 

What dreary forms has magic Fear ſurvey'd, 
What ſhrouded ſpectres Superſtition ſeen ! 


But you ſecure ſhall pour your ſad complaint, 
Nor dread the meagre phantoms wan array ; 

What none but Fear's officious hand can paint, 
What none but Super/tition's eye ſurvey, - 
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The glimm'ring twilight and the doubtful daun, 
Shall ſee your ſteps to theſe ſad ſcenes return; 


Conſtant, as cryſtal des impearl the lawn, ; 
Shall SrazYRHon's tear bedew OruETIa's urn! 


Sure nought unhallow'd ſhall preſume to ſtray, 
Where fleep the reliques of that virtuous maid j 
Nor ought unlovely bend its devious way, 
Where ſoft OrfeLi1a's dear remains are laid. 


Haply thy Muſe, as with unceaſing ſighs, 
She keeps late vigils on her urn reclin'd, 
May ſee light groupes of pleaſin 9 viſions riſe, 

And phantoms glide, but of cœleſtial kind. 


There Fame, her clarion pendant at her ſide, 
Shall ſeek forgiveneſs of OyrazL1a's ſhade ; 
«© Why has ſuch worth, without diſtinction, died? 
Fe Why, like the deſert's lily, bloom'd to fade?” 
There young Simplicity, averſe to feign, 
Shall, unmoleſted, breathe. her ſofteſt ſigh ; 
And Candour, with unwonted warmth, complain, 
And Innocence indulge a wailful ery. 


Then Elegance, with coy, judicious hand, 
Shall cull freſh flow'rets for OrRELIA's tomb; 
And Beauty chide the Fates' ſevere eommand, | 
That-ſhew'd the frailty of ſo fair a bloom, 


And Fancy there, with wild, ungovern'd woe, 

Shall her lov'd pupil's native taſte explain; 
For mournful ſable all her hues forego, 

And aſk ſweet ſolace of the Muſe in vain, * 
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Ah! gentle farms, expect no fond relief 
Too — the ſacred Nine their loſs deplore: 
Well may ye grieve, nor find àn end of grief, 


Vour beſt, — no more. 


* 744 4 A. > 


THE HALCYON. 


Wy Y o'er the verdant banks of Qoze,, 
Does yonder Halcyon ſpeed fo faſt: 

'Tis all becauſe ſhe would not loſe * 
Her fav'rite calm, that will not laſt, 3 


The ſun with azure paints the ſkies 
The ſtream reflects each flow'ry {pray 3 ys #4 
And wh rele _oy time ſhe flies, 1 


See her, when rugged Boxzas blows, | 
Warm in ſome rocky cell remain; 
To ſeek for pleaſure, well ſhe knows, 

Would only they enhance the pain. 


“ Deſcend; ſhe cries, thou hated ſhow'r, 
« Deform my limpid waves to-day, 

% For I have choſe a fairer hour 
« To take my fill of love and play.“ 


You too, my SYLv14, ſure will -own, 
Life's azure ſeaſons ſwiftly roll, | | 

And when our youth or health is flown, pt iS 
To think of Loye but ſhocks the ſoul. | 8 


3 


3 And raſhly n all her queen inſpir'd. 
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Could Duo but deſerve thy charms, N 
As: thou art DaMuox's only theme. 

He'd fly as quick to DeL1a's arms, * 

As yonder Halcyon ſkims the ſtream. 


* * . oe > 6 
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JESSY. AN ELEGIAC POEM. 


Wu mourns my friend! why weeps his down- 
e nſt eye! 
That eye, where mirth, where fancy us'd to ſnine; 
Thy chearful meads reprove that ſwelling ſigh; 
Spring ne'er enamel'd fairer meads than thine. - 


Art thou not lodg'd in Fortune's warm embrace? 
Waſt thou not form'd by Nature's partial care? 


Bleſt in thy ſong, and bleſt in ev'ry grace, 


That wins the Friend, or that inchants the Fair? 


| 66 Dauox, ſaid he, thy partial praiſe reſtrains; - 


«© Not Damon's friendſhip can my peace reſiore ; ; 
«© Alas! his very praiſe awakes my pain, 
* And my peor wounded-boſom bleeds the more. 


«« For, oh! that Nature on my birth had frown'd,” , 
Or Fortune fix'd me to ſome lowly cell, 

«« Then had my bofom *ſcap'd this. fatal wound, 
% Nor had 1 bid theſs vernal ſweets farewel. 


« But led by Fortune? $ hand, her darling child, 


„% My youth her vain, licentious bliſs, admir'd ; 
* In Fortune's train the ſyren Flatt'ry ſmil'd, 
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te Of fally ſtudious, ev'n of vices vain, s 
1 Ah! vices gilded by the rich and gay; "37 

« ] chac'd the guileleſs daughters of the plain, 
Nor dropp'd the chace till Ixss V was my prey. 
« Poor, artleſs maid ! to ſtain thy ſpotleſs name, 
*« Expence,.ang art, and toil, united ſtrove, / 


Jo lure a breaſt that felt the pureſt flame, 
cc Suſtain'd by Yirtue,. but betray'd by Love. 


« School'd in the ſcience of Love's mazy wiles, 
I cloath'd each feature with affected ſcorn ; 

« I ſpoke of jealous doubts, and fickle ſmiles,. 

+86 And, feigning, left her anxious and forlorn, 


Then while the fancy'd rage alarm'd her care, 

„Warm to deny, and zealous to diſprove, 

I bade my words the wonted ſoftneſs wear, 
* And ſeiz'd the minute of nn Love. 


« To thee, my Danon, dare I paint the reſt ? 
« Will yet thy Love a candid ear incline ? 

«* Aſſur'd that virtue, by misfortune preſt, | 
“ Feels not the ſharpneſs of a pang like mine. 

«© Nine envious moons matur'd her, growing ſhame, 
« Ere while to flaunt it in the face of day; 

When ſcorn'd of Virtye, ſtigmatiz d by Fame, 
„Low at my feet deſponding Jz55Y lay.---. 


« Hexzy, ſhe ſaid, by thy dear form ſubdu'd, 
«« See the ſad reliques of a nymph undone ! 
«I find, I find this riſing ſob renew'd; FP na 


a! ſigh in ſhades, and ſicken at the ſun, _ -- 
| 2 « Amid 
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« Amid the dreary gloom of night I cry, : 
« When will the morn's once : pleaſing ſcenes 
« return? we” 


vet what can morn's returning ray. ſupply, - 
“ But foes that triumph, or but friends that mourn? 


66 | Alas! ! no more, that j joyous morn” a 
4 That led the tranquil hours of ſpotleſs fame, 


* For I have ſteep'd a father's couch in tears, 


«« And ting'd a mother's glowing cheek with 
„ ſhame, 


The vocal birds that raiſe their matin train, - ' 
« The ſportive lambs, increaſe my penſive moan, 


*, All ſeem to chaſe me from the chearful plain, 


« And talk of truth and innocence alone. 


re If through the garden's flow'ry tribes I ſtray, 

«© Where bloom the jaſmines that could once allure, 
4 Hope not to find delight in us, they ſay, 

«« For WE are ſpatleſs, Jess r, WE are pure. 


* Ye flow'rs that well reproach a nymph ſo frail, 
4% Say, could ye with my virgin compare ? 

* The brighteſt bud that ſcents the vernal gale, 

Was not ſo fragrant, and was not fo fair, 


*# Now the grave old alarm the gentler young, 
And all my fame's abhorr'd contagion flee, - 
#* Trembles each lip, and faulters ev'ry tongue, 
* That bids the morn propitions ſmile on me. 


& Thus for your ſake I ſhun each human eye, 
* I bid the ſweets of blooming youth adieu, 
: cc To 


1% 1 


% To die I languiſh, but I dread to die, ; 

« Leſt my ſad fate ſhou'd nouriſh pangs for you. 
«« Raiſe me from earth; the neins-of want remove, 
« And let me ſilent ſeek ſome friendly ſnore; 
„There only, baniſh'd from the form I love, 
My weeping virtue ſhall relapſe no more. 


« Be but my friend; I aſk no dearer name; 
«« Be ſuch the meed of ſome more artful fair; 
Nor coudl it heal my peace, or chace my ſhame, 
«© That Pity gave what Love refus'd to ſhare. 


« Force not my tongue to aſk ifs ſcanty bread, © 
« Nor hurl thy Jess v to the vulgar crew; 

« Not ſuch the parent's board at which I fed, 

Nor ſuch the precept from his lips I drew. 


« Haply, when age has filver'd o'er my hair, 
Malice may learn to ſcorn ſo mean a ſpoil ; 

« Envy may light a face no longer fair, | 
« And Pity welcome to my native ſoil.--- 


e She ſpoke---nor was I born of ſavage race; . 
Nor could theſe hands a niggard boon aflign ; 
« Grateful ſhe claſp'd me in a laſt embrace, 
« And vow'd to waſte her life in pray'rs for mine. 


I ſaw her foot the lofty bark aſcend ; 
I ſaw her breaſt with ev'ry paſſion heave ; 
* I left her- torn from ev'ry earthly friend 
* Oh ! my hard boſom, which could bear to leave! 


* | Brief. 
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Brief let me be; the fatal ſtorm aroſe ; 
The billows rag'd, the pilot's art was vain ; 
O'er the tall maſt the circling ſurges cloſe ; 
My Jessy floats upon the wat'ry plain! 


And, ſee my youth's impetuous fires decay! 
Seek not to ſtop Reflexion's bitter tear ! 

But warn the frolic and inſtru& the gay, 
From Jzssy floating on her wat'ry bier! 


f | 
— ————— — — —— —— — : 
— 


TO DE LI A, WEEPING. 


A Tear bedews my DxL14's.eye, 

To think yon' playful kid muſt die; 
From cryſtal ſpring and flow'ry mead, 
Muſt, in his prime of life, recede. | 


Erewhile, in ſportive circles round, 
She ſaw him wheel, and friſk, and bound ; 
From rock to rock purſue his way, 
And on the fearful margin play. 


Pleas'd on his various freaks to dwell, 
She ſaw him climb my ruſtic cell ; 
Thence eye my lawns with verdure bright, 
And ſeem all raviſh'd at the fight. 


1 She tells, with what delight he ſtood, 
| To trace his features in the flood; | 
| Then ſkipp'd aloof with quaint amaze, | 4 


And then drew near again, to gaze. | 
She | 
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She tells me, how with eager ſpeed, 
He flew to hear my vocal reed; 
And how, with critic face profound, | Ss 
And ſtedfaſt ear, devour'd the ſound. | 1 


His ev'ry frolic, üght as air, 
Deſerves my gentle DELIA's care; 
And tears bedew her tender eye, 
To think the playful kid muſt die. 


But knows my DeL1a, timely wiſe, 
How ſoon this -blameleſs æra flies; * 
While violence and craft ſucceed, 
Unfair deſign and ruthleſs deed. 


Soon would the vine her wounds deplore, 
And yield her purple gifts no more ; 
Ah ! ſoon eras'd from ev'ry grove, 
Were DEeL1a's name, and STREPHON'S love. 


No more thoſe bow'rs might STzz>Hon ſee, 
Where firſt he fondly gaz'd on thee ; 

No more thoſe beds of flow'rets find, 

Which for thy charming brows he twin'd. 


Each wayward paſſion ſoon-would tear 
His boſom, now ſo void of care; 
And, when they left his ebbing vein, 
What, but inſipid age, remain ? 


Then mourn not the decrees of fate, 
That gave his life ſo ſhort a date; 
And I will join my tendereſt ſighs, 3 
To think that youth. ſo ſwiftly flies, 
| EDWIN 
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F AR in the vindes of a val 
Faſt by a ſhelt'ring wood; 

Aiſafe retreat of wealth and peace, 
An humble _—_ 560. | 


There beauteous Sa Hp flouriſh'd fair, 
Beneath a mother's eye, 

Whoſe only wiſh on earth' was now 
To ſee her bleſt, and die. 


The ſofteſt bluſh that Nature ſpreads, 
Gave colour to her cheek ; 

Such orient colours ſmile thro” heav'n, 
When vernal mornings break! 


Nor let the 85 of great ones ſcorn 
This charmer of the plains; 

That ſun who bids their di mond blaze, 
To paint our * deigns. 


Long had me fl d each youth with love, 
Each maiden with deſpair ; 

And though by all a wonder own'd, 
Yet knew not ſhe was fair. 


Till Epwin came, the pride of A, 
A ſoul devaid of art; 

And from whoſe eye ſerenely mild, 
Shone forth the mY heart. 


A mutual 
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A mutual flame was quickly caught; 
Was quickly too reveald ; 

For neither boſom lodg'd a wiſh, 
That virtue keeps conceal'd. 


What happy hours of home; felt bliſs 
Did Love on both beſtow; 

But bliſs too mighty long to laſt, 
Where Fortune proves a foe. 


His ſiſter, who, like enyy form'd, 
Like her in miſchief joy'd, 

To work them harm, with wicked ſkill, 
Each darker art employ'd. . 


The father too, a ſordid man, 
Who love nor pity knew, 

Was all unfeeling as the clod 
From whence his riches grew. 


Long had he ſeen their ſecret flame, 
And ſeen it long unmoy'd; 

Then with a father's frown at laſt, 
Had ſternly diſapprov'd. 


In Epwix's gentle heart, a war 
Of diffring paſſions ſtrove, . | 
His heart that durſt not diſobey, 9 
Yet could not ceaſe to love. 


Deny'd her ſight, he oft' behind 
The ſpreading hawthorn crept, 
To ſnatch a glance, to mark the ſpot 


Where EMMA walk'd and wept. 
I Oft” 
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Oft' too on STANMoORE's wintry waſte, 
Beneath the moonlight ſhade, 

In ſighs to pour his ſoften'd ſoul, 
The midnight mourner ſtrayd. 


His cheek, where health with beauty glow d, 
A deadly pale o' ercaſt; 

So fades the freſh roſe in it's prime, 
Before the northern blaſt. 


The parents now, with late remorſe, 
Hung o'er his dying bed; 

And weary'd Heav'n with fruitleſs vows, 
And fruitleſs ſorrows. ſhed; 


"Tis paſt! he cry'd---but if your ſouls 
Sweet Mercy yet can move, 

Let theſe dim eyes once more behold, 
What they muſt ever love. 


She came ; his cold hand ſoftly touch'd, 
And bath'd with many a tear ; 

Faſt falling o'er the primroſe pale, 
So morning dews appear. | 


But, oh! his ſiſter's jealous care, 
A cruel fiſter ſhe ! 

Forbade what Emma came to ſay; 
«© My Epwix live for me.” . 


Now homeward as ſhe hopeleſs wept, 
The church-yard path along, 
The blaſt blew cold, the dark owl ſcream'd 
Her Lover's fun'ral ſong. - 
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Amid the falling gloom of night, 
Her ſtartling fancy found _ 

In ev'ry buſh his hov'ring ſhade, 
His groan in ey'ry-ſound. - 


Alone, appall'd, thus had ſhe paſs'd 
The viſionary vale— 

When, lo! the death-bell ſmote her ear, 
Sad ſounding in the gale. 21 


Juſt then ſhe reach'd, with trembling ſtep, ) 
Her aged mother's door... - 

He's gone, ſhe cry'd ; and I ſhall ſee 
That angel face no more 


I feel, I feel this breaking heart 
Beat high againſt my ſide--- 

From her white arm down ſunk her head, 
She ſhiv'ring ſigh'd, and dy d. 
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ELIZA'S COMPLAINT 


WII L you hear how once repining, 
Great Er1za captive lay, 

Fach ambitious thought reſigning, 

Foe to riches, pomp, and ſway ? 


While the nymphs and ſwains delighted, © | 
Tripp'd around in all their pride, 
Envying joys by others fliphted, 
| Thus the royal maiden cry'd : { ul 
id ; | I 2 | IM Bred 
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«« Bred on 8 or born in valleys, 
« Who would bid thoſe ſcenes aer 


« Stranger to the arts of malice, 
« Who would ever courts purſue? 


«© Malice never taught to treaſure, 
«© Cenſure never taught to bear; 
« Love is all the ſhepherd's pleaſure, 

& Love is all the damſel's care. 


« How can they of humble ſtation, . 
« Vainly blame the Pow'rs above ? 

«© Or accuſe the diſpenſation, | 
«© Which allows them all to love? 


« Love, like air, is widely given ; 

« Pow'r nor chance can theſe reſtrain ; 
& Trueſt, nobleſt gifts of Heay'n ; - 

% Only pureſt on the plain. 


« Peers can no ſuch charms diſcover, 
« All in ſtars and garters dreſt, 

% As on Sunday does the Lover, 
« With his noſegay on his breaſt, 


« Pinks and roſes in-profuſion, 

« Said to fade when CaLoz's near; 
« Fops may uſe the ſame alluſion, 

«« But the ſhepherd i is ſincere. 


ce Hark to yonder milk-maid ſinging, 
% Chearly o'er-the brimming pail ; 

« Cowſlips all around her ſpringing, 
*« Sweetly paint the golden vale. 
3 Ws 
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„Never yet did courtly maiden 
Move ſo ſprightly, look ſo fair; 

Never breaſt with jewels laden, 

« Pour a ſong ſo void of care. 


« Would ee Heav's had 8 
Me ſome rural damſel's part, 
« All the empire I had wanted, 
Then had — Ws ſhepherd's heart. 


« Then with TY 0! 'er hills and 3 
« Free from ſetters, might I rove; 

% Fearleſs taſte the cryſtal fountains, 
© Peaceful ſleep beneath the grove, 


« Ruſtics had been more forgiving, 
«« Partial to my virgin bloomz - . 
«« None had envy'd me when living. giT 
„None had triumph'd o'er my tomb.” . 


LOVE AND HONOUR: 


L E T the green olive Pay HzsppRIAN ſhores,  - 
Her tawny citron, and her orange-grovesz 
Theſe let IBERIA boaſt ; but if in vain, 

To win the ſtranger plant's diffuſive ſmile, 

The Briton labours; yet our native minds, 

Our conſtant boſoms, theſe the dazzled world 

May view with envy; theſe IB BRIAN dames 

Survey with fix'd eſteem, and fond. deſire, 


I 3 Hapleſs 
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Fapleſs ELvisa ! thy diſaſtrous fate 
May well this truth explain, nor ill adorn 
The Britiſh lyre ; then chiefly, if the Muſe, " 
Nor vain nor partial, from the ſimple guiſe 
Of ancient record, catch the penſive lay; 

And, in leſs groveling accents, give to fame 
Eivix A! lovelieſt maid! IIS X HAN realms: 

Could boaſt no purer breaſt, no ſprightlier _ 
No race more ſplendent, and no form fo fair. 

Such was the chance of war ; this peerleſs maid, 
In life's luxurlant bloom, enfich'd the ſpoil 
Of Britiſh viRors ;---vi&ry's nobleſt pride 

She, ſhe alone, amid the wailful train 

Of captive maids, aſſign'd to Henry's care; 
Lord of her — her fortune, and her fame! ! 


He, gen'rous youth, with no penurious hand, 
The tedious moments that unjoyous roll, | 
Where freedom's chearful radiance ſhines no more, 
Eſſay' d to ſoften; conſcious of the pang 
That beauty feels, to waſte its fleeting hours 

In ſome dim fort, by foreign rule reſtrain'd, 
Far from the haunts of men, or eye of day! 


Sometimes, to cheat her boſom of its cares, 
He, kind protector, number d ver the toils 
Himſelf had known: the frowns of angry ſeas, 
Or hoſtile rage, or foe : if haply ſhe might find 
Her cares diminiſh'd. Fruitleſs, fond effuy ! 
Now to her lovely hand, with modeſt awe, 

The tender lute he gave : ſhe not averſe, 
Nor deſtitute of ſkill, with willing hand 
Call'd forth angelic ſtrains ; the ſacred debt 
K Ot 
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Of gratitude, ſhe ſaid; whoſe juſt commands, 
Still might her hand with equal pre obey! 


Nor to the melting ſounds the nymph refus'd 
Her vocal art; harmonious, as the ſtrain __ 
Of ſome impriſon'd lark, who daily chear'd 
By guardian cares, repays them with a ſong: _ 
Nor droops, nor deems ſweet liberty. religu'd, 


The ſong, not artleſs, had he fram'd to Bain 
Diſaſt'rous paſſion; how, by tyrant laws | 

Of idiot cuſtom ſway'd, ſome ſoft-ey'd fair 

Loy'd only one ; nor dar'd that love reyeal ! 

How the ſoft anguiſh baniſh'd from her cheek 

The damaſk-roſe full-blown ; a fever came; | 
And from her bofom forc'd the plaintive tale, 
Then ſwift as light, he ſought the love-lorn maid, 
But vainly ſought her; torn, by ſwifter fate, | 
To join the tenants of the myrtle ſhade, 

Love's mournful victims on the plains below, 


Sometimes, as fancy ſpoke the e pleaſing g taſk, 
She taught her artful needle to diſplay 

The various pride of ſpring : then fait upſprung 
Thickets of myrtle, eglantine, and roſe. 

There might you ſee, on gentle toils intent, 

A train of buſy loves: ſome pluck the flour, 
Some twine the garland, ſome, with grave grimace, 
Around a yacant warrior caſt the wreath, 

Twas paint, 'twas life | and ſure, to piercing mo 
The warrior's face depicted Henzr's mien. 


Now had the oqn'rous chief with joy perus'd 
The royal ſcroll, which to their native home 
I 4 | Their 
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Their ancient rights uninjur' d, unredeem d, 
Reſtor'd the captives. Forth with rapid haſte, 
To glad his fair ELvIAA“'s ear, he ſprung; K. 
Fir'd by the bliſs he panted to convey; 

But fir'd in vain. Ah! what was his amaze, 

His fond diſtreſs, when o'er her pallid face 
Dejection reign'd, and from her lifeleſs hand 
Down dropt the myrtle's fair, unfiniſn'd flow'r ? 
Speechleſs ſhe ſtood : at length with accents faint ; 
« Well may my native ſhore (ſhe ſaid) reſound 

« Thy monarch's praiſe ; and ere ELvisa prove 
* Of thine forgetful, flow'rs ſhall ceaſe to feel 
*The foſt ring breeze, and nature change her laws.” 


And now the grateful edi& wide alarm'd 
The Britiſh hoſt. Around the ſmiling youths 
Call'd to their native ſcenes, with willing haſte 
Their fleet unmoor ; impatient of the love 
That weds each boſon to its native ſoil, 

The patriot paſſion ! ſtrong in ev'ry clime ; 
How juſtly theirs, who find no foreign ſweets 
To diſſipate their loves, or match their own. 


Not fo Ervira! ſhe, diſaſtrous maid, 
Was doubly captive ! pow'r nor chance could looſe 
The ſubtle bands; ſhe lov'd her gen'rous foe. 
She, where her Henzxy dwelt, her Hzenzxy ſmil'd, 
Could term her native ſhore ; her native ſhore 
By him deſerted, ſome unfriendly ſtrand, 
Strange, bleak, forlorn ; a deſert waſte and wild. 


The fleet careen'd, the wind propitious fill'd 
The ſwelling ſails, the glitt'ring tranſports wav'd 
. Their 
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Their pennants gay, and Halcyon's azure wing, 
With flight auſpicious; ſkkimm'd the P main. 


on her lone couch, in tears Buvata 8 7 
And chid th' officious wind, the tempting fea, 
And wiſh'd a ſtorm as mercileſs as tore 
Her lab'ring boſom. Fondly now the ſtrove 
To baniſh paſſion; now the vaſſal days, | 
The captive moments that ſo ſmoothly paſt, 

By many an art recall'd ; now from her lute 

With trembling fingers call'd the fav'rite ſound, 
Which Henzy deign'd to praiſe z and now eſſay'd, 
With mimic chains of ſilken fillets wove, 

To paint her captive ſtate ; if any fraud 

Might to her love the pleaſing ſcenes prolong, 

And with the dear idea faſt the ſoul. 


But now the. chief return'd ; prepar'd to launch | 
On Ocean's willing breaſt, and bid adieu | 
To his fair pris'ner. She ſoon as ſhe heard 
His hated errand, now no more conceal'd 
The raging flame; but with a ſpreading bluſh, 
And riſing ſigh, the latent pang diſclos'd : 


* Yes, gen'rous youth ! ! I ſee thy boſom —_ 
« With virtuous: tranſport, that the taſk is thine 
To ſolve my chains, and to my weeping friends, 
« And every longing relative, reſtore 
« A ſoft-ey'd maid, a mild, offenceleſs prey 
« But know, my ſoldier, never youthful mind, 
Torn from the laviſh Joys 'of wild expence 
* By him he loath'd, and in a dungeon bound, 
Io languiſh out his bloom, could match the pains 
This ill-ſtarr'd freedom gives my tortur'd mind. 


« What 
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% What Tall 1 ? is — —5 

% From ſecure, may wander far 

46 From him I love ? Alas! ere I may boaſt e 
, That ſacred bleſting, - ſome ſuperior pow'r | 

* To mortal to ſublunary thrones, 

** Muſt looſe my paſſiom, — hp 

„% Ey'n that I loath z all liberty I loath 5; 

5 But moſt the joylefs privilege to gaze, 

oe With ogl unn, where deſert is love. 


ce True, I was born an alien to thoſe eyes 
4 aſk alone to pleaſe ; my fortune's crime! 
«« And, ah! this flatter'd form, by dreſs endear'd | 
«© To Spaniſh eyes, by dreſs may thine offend ; 
« Whilſt I, ill-fated :maid ! ordain'd to'ftrive 
« With cuſtom's load, beneath its weight expire. 


„% Yet HzNar's beauties knew! in foreign garb 
«« To vanquiſh me; his form, howe er diſguis'd, 
To me was fatal ! no fantaſtic robe 
© That e'er Caprice invented, Cuſtom wore, 
„Or Folly fmiPd on, cou'd eclipſe. thy charms: 


« Perhaps by birth decreed, by Fortune plac'd 

«© Thy country's foe, Exviza's warmeſt plea *- 

«« Seems but the ſubtler accent fraud infpires ; 

« My terd'reft glances, but the ſpecious flow'rs 

That ſhades the viper while ſhe. plots her wound. 

« And can the trembling candidate of love 

* Awake thy fears? and can a female breaſt, - 

<< By ties of grateful duty bound, enfnare ? 

* Is there no brighter mien, no ſofter ſmile 

% For love to wear, to dark deceit unknown ? 

* Year'n ſearch wy heart, and if thro? — F 
« Lur 
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„ Lurk the pernicious drop of pois' nous guile „ | 
4 Full on my fenceleſs head its phial'd wrath - - 
% May Fate exhauſt ; and, for my happieſt houty 


« Exalt the vengeance! propuee dr thee | 


. Ah mel nor Hzwky's,: nor his country's foe, 
« On thee I gaz'd, and reaſon ſoon diſpell' c 
„Dim Error's gloom, and to thy favour'd nd 
« Aſſgn'd its total merit, unreſtrain d. , de 

O lovely region to the candid eye? 
« Twas there my fancy ſaw the Virtues dwell, | 
«© The Loves, the Graces play; and bleſs'd the "ſoil 
* That nurtur'd thee! for ſure the Virtues form'd 
Thy ſhapely limbs; Relation, birth efſay'd 
% Their partial pow'r in vain. Again 1 uo. 

« And ALI #16Nn's ifle appear'd, amidſt 'a track - 

*« Of ſavage waſtes, the darling of the ſkies! _ 
* And thou by Nature form'd, by Fate aſſign'd, 

© To gef, nano, ug. ſhore. : 


cc « "Tis true, with flow'rs, with many a — a 
« Of burniſtꝭd plants, to lure a female eye, 
« IBBKIA glows; but ah ! the genial fun, 
«© That gilds the lemon's fruit, of ſcents the flow'r, 
% Oti Straus minds (a nation's nobler boaſt 1 
« Beams forth ungentle influences: there ä 
« Sits Jealouſy enthron'd, and at each ray, 
« Exultant lights his ſſow-conſuming fires. ; 
% Not ſuch thy charming region; long before 
«« My ſweet experience taught me to decide © 
« Of Everio worth, the ſound had; pleas'd mine car. 
Is there that ſavage coaſt, the rude, ſojourn 
stranger to Batt 194 worth? the worth which forms 
© The kindeſt friends; the moſt tremendous 8 
60 


. 


| T 124 ] 

« Firſt, beſt ſupports of liberty and love! 
No; let ſubjefted Inpra, while ſhe throws 
" Oer Sraxisk deeds the veil, your praiſe reſound. 
Long as I heard, or e'er in ſtory read, 
« Of EncL1sn fame, my biaſs'd, partial breaſt 
* With'd them ſucceſs ; and happieſt ſhe, I cry'd, 
«Of woman happieſt ſhe, who ſhares the love, 
«© The fame, the virtues of an ExOUIsH lord. | 
4 And now what ſhall I ſay? bleſt be the hour 
% Your fair-built veſſels touch'd th' I8zz1an ſhores: 
„ Bleſt did I ſay the time? if I may bleſs 
© That lov'd event, let Henzy's ſmiles declare. 
* Our hearts and cities won, will Henzy's youth 
<« Forego its nobler conqueſt ? will he flight 
„The ſoft endearments of the: lovelier ſpoil 2 
«© And yet Iszr1a's ſons, with every vox 
« Of laſting faith, have ſworn theſe humble W 
«© Were not excell'd, the ſource of all their pain, 
And love her juſt deſert, who ſues for love; 
But ſues to thee, while natives ag in vain, 


* Perhaps i in Henne eye (for ee minds 
«« Difſent from his) it ſpreads an hateful ſtain 
«© On honeſt fame, amid his train to bear 
« A female friend. Then learn, my gentle youth | 
Not Love himſelf, with all the pointed pains 
«© That ſtore his quiver, ſhall ſeduce my ſoul 
«« From honour's laws. ELvIRA once deny'd 
« A conſort's name, more ſwift than lightning flies, 
When elements diſcordant vex the ſky, 
Shall bluſhing, from the form ſhe loves, retire. 


Vet if the ſpecious wiſh the vulgar voice 
Has ſtyled prudence, ſways a ſoul like thine, 
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In gems, or gold, What proud Inzzran dame 

« Eclipſes me? nor paint the dreary ſtorms, 

« Or hair-breadth Are that haunt the boundleſs 
deep, 45 

* And force from tender eyes the ſilent . 

„When mem'ry to the penſive maid ſuggeſts, 

In full contraſt, the ſafe, domeſtic'ſcene 

For theſe reſign'd, beyond the frantie rage 

« Of conq'ring heroes brave, - the female mind, 

«© When ſteePd by Love, in Love's moſt horrid way 

« Beholds not danger, or beholding, ſcorns. 

« Heay'n take my Life, but let it crown my Love.” 


She ceas'd : and ere his words her fate decreed, 
Impatient watch'd the language of his eye ; 
There pity dwelt, and from its tender ſphere - 
Sent looks of Love, and faithleſs Hopes . 


2 Forgive me, gen'rous maid! the youth revarn'd. 

If by thy accents charm'd, thus long I bore 

« To let ſuch ſweetneſs plead, alas! in vain. ' 

Thy virtue merits more than crowns can yield 

«Of "lid bliſs, or happieſt love beſtow. - 

« But ere from native ſhores I plow'd the main, 

«« 'To one dear maid, by virtue and by charms 

« Alone endear'd, my plighted vow I gave 

„ To guard my faith, whatever chance ſhould wait 

« My. warring ſword : if conqueſt, fame, and ſpoil, 

« Grac'd my return, before her feet to. pour 

The glitt'ring treaſure, and the laurel wreath. 

* Enjoying conqueſt then, and fame, and ſpoil, 

« If Fortune frown'd adverſe, and Death forbade 

The bliſsful union, with my lateſt breath 

* To dwell on Mzpwar's and Maz1a's hame. 
This 
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6 This ardent vow deep-rooted, from my ſoul 

« No dangers: tore: this vow my boſom fir'd 

« To conquer danger, and the ſpoil enjoy. 'To 
«© Her ſhall I leave, with fair events elate, 

% Who crown'd mine humbleſt fortune with her Love: 
« Her ſhall I leave, who now, perchance, alone 
«Climbs the proud cliff, and chides my flow return; 
« And fhall that veſſel, whoſe approaching ſails - 
4 Shall ſwell hen breaſt with eeſtacies, convey 

« Death to her hopes, and anguiſh to her ſoul ? 
No; may the deep my villain-corſe devour, 

ny If ell the wealth IB ERIAN mines conceal, 

4 Tf all the charms Is ERIAN maids diſcloſe, 

« If thine, ELviza, thine, uniting all! 

« Thus far prevail nor can the virtuous breaſt 
Demand, what Honour, Faith, and Love, deny.“ 


*© Oh happy ſhe b rejoin'd the — maid, 
Who ſhares thy Fame, thy Virtue, and thy Lore; : 
« Ang be the happy ; thy diſtinguiſh'd choice 
« Declares her worth, and vindieates her claim, 
% Farewel my luckleſs hopes, my flatt'ring dreams 
«« Of rapt'rous days! my guilty ſuit, farewel ! 
« Yet fond howe'er my plea, or deep the wound 
4 That waits my fame, let not the random ſhaft 
«« Of cenſure pierce with me th' I8g:r1an-dames ; 
« They love with caution, and with happier ftars. 
«« And oh! by pity mov'd, reſtrain the taunts 
<< Of levity, nor brand ELvisa's flame; 
« By merit rais'd ; by gratitude approv'd ; 
«© By hope confirm'd with artleſs truth reveal d; 
Let, let me ſay, but for one matchleſs maid 
« Of haypier birth, with mutual ardour crown'd. 


„„ Theſe 
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„ Theſe radiant gems, which buraiſh happineſe, 
« But mock misfortune, to thy fav'rite's hand 
« With care convey. And well may ſuch adorn 
« Her chearful front, who finds in thee alone FS: 


« The ſource of every tranſport ; but diſgrace | 
„My penſive breaſt, which doom'd to laſting woe, 


In thee the ſource of ey'ry bliſs reſign, / 


„And now, farewel, thou durking youth ! the gem 
« Of EncLisn merit! peace, content, and joy, 

« And tender hopes, and young defires, farewel! - 

« Attend, ye ſmiling train, this gallant min 
« Back to his native ſhores ; there ſweetly fmnooth 
His ev'ning pillow; dance around his groves; 
« And, where he treads, with vilets paint his way. 
« But leave ELvika! leave her, now no more 

« Your frail companion! in the facred cells . 
« Of ſome lone cloiſter let her ſhroud her tame . 
There, to the matin bell, obſequious, pour - 
Her coaſtant oriſons. The wanton loves, 

« And gay deſires, ſhall *ſpy the glimm'ring tow'rs, 
And wing their flight aloof---but reſt confirm'd, 
% That never fhall ELviza's tongue conclude | 
Her ſhorteſt pray'r, ere HxxR T's dear ſucceſs, 
The warmeſt accent of her zeal employs.” 


Thus ſpoke the weeping fair, whoſe artleſs mini 
Impartial, ſcorn'd to model her eſteem | 
By native cuſtoms, dreſs, and face, and air; 

And manners leſs; nor yet reſolv'd in vain. 

He, bound by prior Love, the ſolemn vow 
Giv'n and receiv'd, to ſoft compaſſion gave 
A tender tear; then with that kind adieu . 


Eſteem 
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Eſteem eould warrant, weary'd Heav'n with pray'rs, 

To ſhield that tender breaſt he left forlorn. 
He ceas'd; and to the cloiſter's penſive ſcene, : 

ELviza ſhap'd her ſolitary way. | 


n 
* 
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A NI 8 T, who underneath my table 
Thy curious texture haſt diſplay'd ; 
Who, if we may believe the fable, 
Waſt once a fair, ingenious maid, 


Inſidious, reſtleſs, watchful ſpider, 
Fear no officious damſel's broom, 
Extend. thy artful fabric wider, 

And ſpread thy banners round my room, 


Swept from the rich man's coſtly ceiling, 
Thou'rt welcome to my homely roof; 
Here may'ft thou find a peaceful dwelling, 

And undiſturb'd attend thy woof. 


Whilſt I thy wond'rous fabric ſtare at, 
And think an hapleſs poet's fate ; 

Like thee confin'd to lonely. garret, 
And rudely baniſh'd rooms of ſtate, 


And as from out thy tortur'd body, | 
Thou draw'ſt thy ſlender ftring with pain; 

So does he labour, like a noddy, | 
To ſpin materials from his brain. He 


( m9 ] 
He for ſome flutt'ring, tawdry creature, 
That ſpread her charms before his eye 


And that's a conqueſt little better, 
Than thine ver rr A 


Thus far *tis plain we both 
Perhaps our deaths may better "ha it; 


'Tis ten to one but penury 


Ends both the fpider and the poet. 
THE PLAY-THING. 
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KIr rv. charming voice and face, 
Syren-like, firſt, caught my fancy; 
Wit and humour next take place, 
And now I doat on ſprightly Nax ex. 


Krrrr tunes her pipe in vain, 

With airs moſt languiſting and dying; 
Calls me falſe, ungrateful fwain, 

And tries in vain to ſhoot me flying. 


Nancy now with reſiſtleſs art, 
Always humorous, gay, and witty ; | 
Has talk'd herſelf into my heart, of 
And quite excluded tuneful Kirrr. 


Ah, KirTy ! Lave, & wanton boy, 
Now pleas'd with ſong, and now with prattle ; 
Still longing for the neweſt toy, 
Has chang'd his whiſtle fox rattle. 
255 K THE 
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* THE LOVER'S, GIFT, 


. 
P HYLLIS hear thy faithful ſwain, 
Softly breathe his am'rous pain, 
Burning with a fond deſire, 
Pure and chaſte, and am'rous fire! 
Still my paſſion wilt thou ſlight, | 
Hear me ere thou tak'ſt thy flight ; . 
Still, as gifts prevailing prove, 
Hear what I will give thee, love! 


* 


ParLL1s, *tis not heaps of gold, 
Honours oft* times bought and ſotd ; | 
Not thoſe trinkets, glitt'ring toys, 1 
Oft' the ſource of female joys; 1 
Not the wreaths of fame that glow, | 
On the warrior's dreadful brow ; 
PaYyLLi1s, I will not deceive, 
Poets have not theſe to give. 


Tis not empty, airy praiſe, 
Idle ſtrains, or lying lays ; 
Not the pile of billet-daux, 
Sent by flimſy, flutt'ring beaux; 
Not the vows diſpers'd by wind, 
Never, never meant to bind ; 
Nor the homage fools receive, 
Theſe I leave for Fops to give. 


What can then an humble ſwain, 
Offer, PhyLt1s' Love to gain; 
Richer than the miſer's ſtore, 

Though 'the giver is _=_ ”—_ ot 
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Glowing, as the warrior's fire, 
Yet more ſoft than fond deſire ; 
Though too honeſt-to deceive, 
Yet a gift for kings to give. 


This my PayLL1s need not fear, / 
Like her ſhepherd is ſincere ; , 
She beſides perforce ſhall own, 

It was made for her alone; 

Void of ev'ry vain pretence, 

Still devote to innocence z 

Void of guile, deceit, or art, | 

PHYLLIs, I will give---MY HEART: 


. FR.” 
* TO AAA A. 


VI 8, fair As r As IA, while thy charms I own, 
Submiſs I bow at Reaſon's ſacred throne; 

Reaſon is thine, in ev'ry action ſeen, 

Of ev'ry riſing paſſion ſoy'reign queen; : 
Tis thine to rule thy breaſt with niceſt care, | 
To check the ferment of inteſtine war, g 
And live a great example to the Fair. 


Can I forget while o'er the ſtream we hung, 
How ſweet AsPas14a to her Dox us ſung ? 
Tuneful her voice, more ſweet the verſe that flow'd, 
From her whoſe heart with ev'ry virtue glow'd. 
She ſcorn'd the proud, the ſilly, and the vain, 
Nor rais'd her voice to trill the idle ſtrain; | 
KS But 


T 132 } 


But while the numbers ſweetly flow'd along, 
Intent on wiſdom pour'd the moral ſong, q 
Till hills and groves reſounded with the lays, * 
And echo'd Virtue's and Asras1a's praiſe. 


And vain, ſhe ſang, were all the idle arts, 
That females uſe to catch unguarded hearts, 
While chaſte Simplicity ſhould fill the breaſt, 
And Reaſon of its empire be poſſeſs'd. 

And vain, ſhe ſang, was Beauty's boaſted pow'r, 
The toy, the pageant of the fleeting hour, 
Where not the mind its: better influence ſhed, 

Or where fair Truth and Conſtancy were fled ; 
Nor could ten thouſand ſighing Lovers give, 
That bliſs alone that Virtue muſt receive. 


Religion's force ſhe ſang ; her boundleſs pow'r 
To ſoothe the ſoul in the diſaſtrous hour, 
To give Content, and make it ſtill endure, 
Which heaps of gems and gold cannot procure, 


Benevolence, thy praiſes crown'd her ſong, 
Who bring'ſt each Virtue in thy train along; 
«« Hail holy Charity! to thee is given, 
To ſoothe the breaſt, to ope the gates of Heav's | 1 
Queen of the human heart, we own thy ſway, 
Safe in thy pow'r, and bleſt when we obey! 
To thee, their bliſs ſupreme ſtill mortals owe, 
And own their greateſt happineſs below.“ 


0 lov'd AsPasia, may that beauteous breaſt 
Admit of Love, nor ſcorn the humble gueſt ; 
Pity and Love are near of kindred known, 
Let then thy pity make my Love thy own; 
Com- 


* 
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Compaſſionate my wounds, which bleed the more 
As thou excell'ſt; the object I adore. 


Wild, lawleſs Paſſion, well may'ſt thou deſpiſe, 
And look on Flatt'ry with averted eyes; 
Well may'ſt thou flight the idle, flutt'ring train, 
Bound by no ties, and of their folly vain. | 
But ſure when Love with ſacred Honour join'd, 
By Reaſon ruPd, by Sentiment tefin'd, 
Inſpire the boſom of a manly youth, 
Who, bound by ſacred Virtue and by Truth, 
Bows at thy ſhrine, the of ring thou may'ſt own, 
And take a heart that pants for thee alone. 


Ah! beauteous charmer, whither would'ſt thou fly, 
Would'ſt thou that Dox us for thy ſake ſhould die ? 
If yet no youth thy dear regard enjoys, 

Nor other Love thy wand'ring mind employs, 
Think on a youth whom Heav'n and Fate decree, 
Or thine for ever, or to fall for thee; _ 

Love knows no medium where ſo deep he wounds, 
Not with his votaries on terms compounds ; 

A heart ſo ſtruck, ſo loſt, muſt ſeek in vain, 

To quit its bondage, or to break its chain 
Death, Death alone, ſuch paſſion can o'ercome, . 
That ſhuts the Lover in the ſilent tomb. 

Then my Ass 1A roving o'er the plains, 

Perhaps may deign to viſit my remains, 

To view his grave whoſe Love was ſo ſincere, 
And o'er my aſhes ſhed one precious tear; 
Pitying, when dead, the youth who liv'd to woe, 
When tears alone are left her to beſtow. 


Kg. - : And 
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And ſure, if after death the fleeting foul, 
As onward ſtill the changing ſeaſons roll, 
Reviſits earth, at times by Heav'n approv'd, 
And hovers round thoſe haunts which once it lov'd, 
My ſpirit oft” ſhall take its ſolemn flight, 
And.viſit DzL14a with ſupreme delight, 7 
Attend her ſteps by day, and watch her couch by | 

night; 

True ſtill to Love, ſurround the tender maid, 
And guard ber ſlumbers in the gloomy ſhade, 
Till that laſt day ſhall come, as come it muſt, 
Which joins her body to its kindred duſt, ; 
Then as her harmlefs ſpirit wings its way, 
Shall hail her preſence in the realms of day. 


- . 


E N I OV M E N T. 


C oBH AM, to thee this rural lay I bring, 
Whoſe guiding judgement gives me ſkill to ſing ; 


Though far unequal to thoſe poliſh'd ſtrains, 


With which thy ConcGreEvE charm'd the lit ning 
plains, 


Yet ſhall its muſic pleaſe thy partial ear, 


And ſoothe thy breaſt with thoughts that 'once were 
| dear; 

Recal thoſe years which Time has thrown behind, 

When ſmiling Love with Honour ſhar'd thy mind ; 

The ſweet remembrance ſhall thy youth reſtore, * 

Fancy again {hall run paſt pleaſures oer; 

And while in STowe's enchanting walks you ſtray, 


| This th theme may help to cheat the ſummer's day. 
Beneath 
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Beneath the covert of a myrtle wood, — 
To Venus rais'd, a ruſtic. altar ſtood, 
To Venus and to Hruzx, there combin'd, 

In friendly league to favour human kind. 

With wanton Curips in that happy ſhade, 

The gentle Virtues, and mild Wiſdom play d. 
Nor- there in ſprightly Pleaſure's genial train, 
Lurk'd ſick Diſguſt or late repenting Pain, 

Nor Force nor Int'reſt join'd unwilling hands, 

But Love conſenting ty'd the bliſsful bands. 

Thither with glad devotion Damon came, 

To thank the pow'rs who bleſs'd his faithful flame ; 
Two milk-white doves he on their altar laid, 
And thus to both his graceful homage paid : 

Hail, bounteous god, before whoſe hallow'd ſhrine, 
My DzL1a vow'd.to be for ever mine, | 
While glowing in her cheeks, with tender Love, 
Sweet virgin Modeſty reluctant ftrove : 

And hail to thee, fair queen of young deſires, 
Long. ſhall my heart preſerve thy pleaſing fires, 
Since DEL1a now can all its warmth return, 

As fondly languiſh, and as fiercely burn. 


© the dear gloom of laſt propitious night ! 
O ſhade more charming than the faireſt light ! 
Then in my arms I claſp'd the melting maid, 
Then all my pains one moment over-paid 
Then firſt the ſweet exceſs of bliſs I prov'd, 
Which none can taſte but who like me have lov'd: 
Thou too, bright goddeſs, once in Ip 's grove, 
Didſt not diſdain to meet a ſhepherd's love, 
With bim, while friſking lambs around you play'd, 
CORY you ſported in the ſecret ade; 

K 4 ä SGcarce 
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Scarce could Axcy1688' raptures equal mine, 

And DeL1a's beauties only yield to thine, er 
6 C1 

What are you now, my once moſt valu'd joys ? 

Inſipid trifles all, and childiſh toys. 

Friendſhip itſelf ne'er knew.a charm like this, 


Nor CoLin's talk could pleaſe like DeLia's kiſs. 


Ye Muſes, ſkilld in ey'ry winning art, 
Teach me more deeply to engage her heart; 
Ye Nymphs, to her your freſheſt roſes bring, 
And crown her with the pride of all the —— 3 
On all her days let health and peace attend, 
May ſhe ne'er want, nor eyer loſe a friend ; 
May ſome new pleaſure ev'ry hour employ, 

But let her Dawox be her higheſt joy. 


With thee, my Love, for ever will I ſtay, 
All night careſs thee, and admire all day, 
In the ſame field our mingled flocks we'll feed, 
To the ſame ſpring our thirſty heifers lead, 


Together will we ſhare the harveſt tails, 


Together preſs the vine's autumnal ſpoils ; 


*Delightful ſtate ! where Peace and Love combine, 


To bid gur tranquil days unclouded ſhine! | 
Here limpid fountains roll through flow'ry meads, 
Here riſing foreſts lift their verdant heads; 

Here let me wear my careleſs life away, 

Ang in thy arms inſenſibly decay! 


| When late old age our heads ſhall filver o ver, | 
And our ſlow pulfes dance with joy no more ; 
When time no longer will thy beauties ſpare, 
And only Damon's eye —_ think thee fair ; _ 
en 
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Then may the gentle hand of welcome Death. 
At one ſoft ſtroke deprive us both of breath ; 
May we beneath one common Kone be laid, 

And the ſame cypreſs both our aſhes ade. 


Perhaps ſome friendly Muſe, in tender verſe, 

Shall deign our faithful paſſion to rebearſe ; | 
And future ages with juſt envy mord. 

Be told how N and hs DLIA lov'd. 


LUCY OF LEINSTER.. 


Or LzIxSTER, fam'd for maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy was the grace; 

Nor e' er did Lirrsy's limpid ſtream 
Reflect a fairer face. N 


Till luckleſs Love and pining Care, 

Impair'd her raſy hnez 
Her dainty lip, her damaſk cheek, 
And eyes of gloſſy blue. 


Ah ! have you ſeen a lily pale, 
When beating rains deſcend ?. 

So droop'd this flow confuming maid, 
Her life now near its end. | 


By Lucy warn'd, of flatt'ring ſwains . 
Take heed ye eaſy fair! Th 

Of vengeance due to broken vows, 

Le flatt'ring ſwains beware! 


\ 


% He in his wedding trim ſo gay, 
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And at her window, ſhrieking, thrice, k 
The raven flapp d his wing. | 


Full well the love-lorn: maiden Veen : 
The ſolemn-boding ſound, 
And thus in dying words beſpoke, 
The virgins weeping round: 


J hear a voice you cannot hear, 
That cries I muſt not ſtay ; 

5 I ſee a hand you cannot ſee, 
That beckons me away. 


« Of a falſe ſwain, nnd broken heart, 
<« In early youth I die; 

« Am] to blame, becauſe the bride - 
« Is twice as rich as I? 


% Ah Colin give not her thy vows, 
«<< Vows due to me alone; 

Nor thou raſh girl receive his kiſs, 
« Nor think him all thy own, 


« To-morrow i in the church to wed, 


«« Impatient both prepare; 
© But know, falſe man, and know, fond mud; 
Poor Lucy will be there. 


Then bear my corſe, ye comrades dear, 
The bridegroom blithe to meet; 


« 7 in my winding ſheet.” 


. 39 1 


© 


She ſpake, ſhe dy'd ; her corſe was borne, 
The bridegroom blithe to meet; - 
He in his wedding trim ſo gay, 
She in her n ſheet. 


What thas were Cor in's dreadful thoughts d 
| How were theſe nuptials kept ?— 
The bride-men flock'd round Lucy dend. 


And all the village wept. 


Compaſſion, ſhame, Wee deſpair, 
At once his boſom ſwell; 

The damps of death bedew'd his brow, 
He groan'd, he ſhook, he fell. 


From the vain bride ;---ab ! br:4e no more { 
The varying crimſon fled ; 

When ftretch'd upon her rival's . 
She ſaw her Lover dedd. 10050 


He to his Lucy's new-made grave, 
Conyey'd by trembling ſwains, 
In the ſame mould, beneath one ſod, 

For ever now remains. 


Oft' at this place the conſtant _ 
And plighted maid are. ſeen ;. 

With garlands-gay, and true-love knots, 
They deck the ſacred green. 


* ſwan forſworn ! whoe' er thou art, 
This hallow'd ground forbear ; 

Remember CoLin's dreadful fate, 
And fear to meet him there. 

. MARIA 


\ 


Tars, holy 8 _w that wy ſoul holds dear; 


L 10 1 f 


MARIA. AN BLEGY, * 


\ 


Take that beſt gift which Heav'n ſo lately gave: 
To BriſtePs fount 1 bore with trembling care, 
Her faded en the how's to thilte the wave, 


And died. Does Youth, der Beauty read the line ? 
Does ſympathetic fear their breaſts alarm ? 
Speak, dead Mar1a, breathe a ſtrain divine, 
* from the grave thou ſhalt have pow'r to charm, 


| Bid theak be ande, be innocent like thee; 


Bid them in duty's ſphere as meekly move; 


And if ſo fair, from vanity ſo free, 


So firm in Friendſhip, and ſo fond in Love. 


Tell them, though 'tis an awful thing to die, h 
(Twas ev'n to Taree) yet the dread path once trod, 
Heav'n lifts its everlaſting portals high, | 
And bids the pure it in heart behold their God. 


1 


WRITTEN IN THE SPRING, 


Pa RENT of blooming flow'rs and gay deſires, 
Youth of the tender year, delightful Spring, 


At whoſe approach, inſpir'd with equal fires, 


The am'rous nightingale and poet fing. 
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Again doſt thay return, but not with thee - 
Return the ſmiling hours I oace poſſeſs d 5 

Bleſſings thou bring'ſ to others ; but to me | 
The ſad remembrance, that I once was bless d. 


Thy faded charms, which Winter ſnateh'd away, 
Renew' d in all their former luſtre thine ; 

But ah ! no more ſhall hapleſs I be gay, 
Or know the vernal joys tliat have been mine. 


Though lianets ſing, though flow'rs adorn the 


Tho? on their wings ſoft Zephyrs fragrance . 


Harſh is the muſic, joyleſs is the ſrcene, 
The odour faint; for * is not there. 


Chearleſs and cold. I feel the genial ſun, 
From thee while abſent I in exilt rove ; 
Thy lovely preſence, faireſt light, alone 
Can warm my heart to gladneſb and to love. 


— — | 
HENGIST AND MR v. 
A BRITISH "TALE, f a 


Ix antient days, when AzTHUR rages, 
Sir ELuEA had no peer: 

And no young knight in all the land 
The ladies lov'd ſo dear. 


His ſiſter Mer, the faireſt maid 
Of all the virgin train, hy 

Won ev'ry heart at AxTruR's court ; 

But all their love was vain. | 


* 
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In vain they lov'd, in vain they vow'd; + Hola: N 
Her heart they could not move: 


Yet at the evening hour of prayer 
Her mind was loſt in love. 


The Abbeſs ſaw, the Abbeſs knew; 

And urg'd her to explain; 

«© O name the gentle youth to me, 
% And his conſent P11 gain.” 


Long urg'd, long vex'd, fair Mer reply'd, 
« His name how can I ſay ; | 
&« An angel from the fields above 
« Has rapt my heart away. 


« But once, alas, and never more, 
« His lovely form I ſpied, 
© One ev'ning by the ſounding ſhore, 
« All by the green wood ſide : 


« His eyes to mine the love confeſs'd, 
«© That glow'd with mildeſt grace: 
« His courtly mien and purple veſt - 
% Beſpoke his princely race. 


« But when he heard my brother's horn 
« Faſt to his ſhips he fled : 

« Yet while I ſleep, his graceful form 
6 Still hovers round my bed. 


40 3 all clad in armour bright, 
« He ſhakes a warlike lance; | 
« And now in courtly garments dight, 
« He leads the Prightly dance. 
9 | « His 


\ 
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« His hair is black as raven's wing, 

His ſkin as Chriſtmas ſnow, | 

« His cheeks outvie the bluih of morn, . 
« His lips, like nn. rb 


« His limbs, his _ his ſtature, 44 
« By Nature's fineſt hand; 

« His ſparkling eyes declare him. born 

« To love and to command.” - 


The nee g year fair Mzy bemoan'd 
Her hopeleſs, pining love; | 

But when the balmy ſpring return'd, 
And ſummer cloath'd the grove; 

All round by pleaſant Huuszz's . 
The Saxon banners flew, 

And to Sir Euuts's caſtle gates 
The ſpear-men came in view. 


Fair bluſh'd the morn' when Mer look'd o'er 
The caſtle-wall ſo ſheen, | 

And, lo the warlike Saxon youth 
Were ſporting on the green. 


There HenersTr, Orra's eldeſt ſon, 
Lean'd on his burniſh'd lance, 

And all the armed youth around, 
Obey'd his manly glance. 


And ſoon the lovely form of Mr 
Has caught his piercing eyes ; 
He gives the ſign, his bands retire, 

IR big with Love he ſighs. 


cc Oh 


Ti) 
r Oh thou, for whom I dar'd the feas, 
«« And come with peace or war; 


„ Oh, by thas croſs that veils thy breaſt, 
« Relieve thy Lover's care! 


For thee PH quit my father's throne, 

„„ With thee the wilds explore; 

« Or with thee are the Barr1sn crown, 
« With thee: the croſs adore.,”--- 


Beneath the tim/rous virgin blaſh, 

With Love's ſoft warnith ſhe glows ; 

So bluſhing through the dews of morn”, 
Appears the op'ning roſe. | 


"Twas now the hour of morning pray'r, 
When men their ſins bewail, 

That Ermer heard king AxTauR's horn, 
Shrill ſounding through the dale. 


The pearly tears from Ma v's bright eyes, 


Like April dew drops fell, 
When with a parting, dear embrace, 
Her brother bade farewel. 


The croſs with ſparkling diamonds bright, 
That veil'd her ſnowy breaſt, 

With pray'rs to Heav'n, her lily W 
Have put on ELMER's creſt. 


Now with five hundred bow-men true, 
He march'd acroſs the plain, 
Till with his gallant yeomandrie, 
He join'd king AxTahuR's train. 
1 * 
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Full forty thouſand Saxon ſpears 
Came glitt'ring down the hill, | 


And with their ſhouts and er of arms, 
The diſtant valleys -fill. 


Old Orra, dreſt in Opin's b, 
Aſſum'd the hoary god; 

And HENOISsT, like the warlike Tron, 
Before the horſemen rode. 


With dreadful rage the combat e . 


The captains ſhout amain; 
And ELurz's tall, victorious ſpear, 
Far glances o'er the plain. 


To ſtop its courſe young HenorsT flew, 


Like lightning o'er the field; 
And ſoon his eyes the well-known croſs 
On ELMuERR's veſt .beheld. 


The lighted Lover ſwell'd his breaſt, * 
His eyes ſhot livid fire; | 
And all his martial heat before, 
To this was mild deſire. 


On his imagin'd rival's ſteed, 
With furious force he preſt ; 

And glancing to the ſun, his ſword 
Reſounds on ELupr's creſt, 


The foe gave way, the princely-youth 
With heedleſs rage purſu'd, 
Till trembling in his cloven helm, 
Sir ELuER's jav'lin ſtood. 
L 
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He 


\ 
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He bow'd his head, Row rept hiv pede ris | *. Nn 
The reins ſlipt through his hand, i e 


And ſtain'd with blood, his ſtately nn 1510 


Lay breathleſs on the ſtrand. 


« H bear me of!” Sir EEA cry'd, 
Before my painful ſight _ 
« The combat ſwinis---yet HzencrsT's veſt 
« I claim as victor's right!“ 


Brave HENOISsT's fall the Saxons ſaw, 
And all in terror fled ; 


The bow-men to his caſtle gates, 


The bold Sir ELMEA led. 


« O waſh my wounds, my ſiſter dear, 
«« pull this Saxon dart, 

« That whizzing from young HencisT's arm, 
« Has almoſt pierc'd my heart; 


“ Yet in my hall his veſt ſhall hang, 
« And BriTons yet unborn, 


„ Shall with the trophies of to-day, 


«© Their ſolemn feaſts adorn. . 


& All trembling Mar beheld the veſt, 
« Oh Mzzriin ! loud ſhe cry'd, 

% Thy words are true---my ſlaughter'd en - 
«« Shall have a breathleſs bride. _ 1344 


No Oh EIMER, Eumas; boaſt no more, 


That low my Henersr lies! 


« Oh Henc1sT | cruel was thine arm, 


N My brother bleeds and dies!“ 
| | | She 


| t i 1 
she ſpake---the roſes Je er. check, 1 1¹ 


And life's warm f b lar. 


So nipt by winter's 1 blaſts, 
The ſnow-drop bows the head. 


Yet parting life one ſtruggle gaye, NA 
She lifts her languid ches. 
« Return, my Hav, oh return, ' segen 
« My ſlaughter'd Love l'“ ſhe cries. 


She ſpake---ſhe died: The $axon dart 
Was drawn from ELuzs's ſide, 
And thrice he call'd his ſiſter Mer, 
And thrice he groan'd, and ad. 
where in the dale a 'no(@-growin croſs F 
OC''erſhades an aged thorn 4 91: wh 
Sir ELuzR's and young HencisT's c 
Were by Ws ſpearmen borne. = 


And there all elad In robes of white, 
With many a ſigh and tear, 
The village maids to HzncisT's grave- 

Did Ma r's fair and bear. 


And than at PEEL, 4 fall of day, 5 


All from the neighbouring groves, | 
The turtles wail in widow'd notes, 2 48 L 
And ſing their hapleſs loves. 7755 
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AI s UN FLOWER 


a FALL 


— 


7 


A 8 duteous to the FOR of pray . 
Within the convent's lonely walls, 

The holy ſiſters ſtill repair, 
What time the roſy morning calls. 


So fair each morn', ſo full of grace, 
Within their little garden rear'd, 

The flow'r of PHotBus turn'd her face, 
To meet the pow'r ſhe lov'd and fear'd. 


And where, along the riſing ſky, 
Her god in brighter glory burn'd, 
Still there her fond, obſervant eye, 
And there her golden breaſt ſhe turn'd. 


When calling from their weary heigh t. 
On weſtern waves his beams to reſt, 

Still there ſne ſought the parting ſight, x | 
And there ſhe turn'd her golden breaſt. : 


But ſoon as night's invidious ſhade 
Afar his lovely looks had borne, 

With folded leaves, and drooping head, 
Full ſore ſhe griev'd, as one forlorn. 


Such duty in a flow'r diſplay'd, 

The holy ſiſters ſmil'd to ſee, 

Forgave the Pagan rites it paid, 
And lov'd its fond idolatry. 
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But painful Rill, though meant for kind.” pr gt 
The praiſe that falls on Enyy's er; 

O'er the dim window's arch entwin'd, | 5 
The canker'd Ivy chanc'd to hear. 


And “ ſee, ſhe cry'd, that ſpecious flower, 
.. « Whoſe flatt' ring boſom courts. the ſun, 
The pageant of a gilded hour, 
“The convent's WIPES hearts hath won | 


« Obſequious weannef! ever prone 

« To watch the patron's turning eye; 
« No will, no motion of its own ! 

* *Tis this they love, _ this amd gh. 


« Go ſplendid H yeophant ! no more 
« Diſplay thy ſoft, ſeductive arts ! 

© The flatt'ring clime of courts explore, 
Nor ſpoil the convent's ſimple A 


To me their praiſe more juſtly due, 
Of longer bloom, and happier grace! 
« Whom changing months unalter'd view, 
«© And find them in my fond embrace.” 


« How well,” the niodeſt flow'r reply'd, 
„Can Envy's tutor'd eye clude, 

«© The obvious bounds that ſtill divide 
«« Foul Flat?t'ry from fair Gratitude. 


« My duteous praiſe each hour I pay, e 
40 For ſero the hours that I mult live; . 
Ko And give to bim my little day, Y | $ 
«© Whoſe grace another day may give. 7 
> L3- «© When 


* . 
\ 


* 
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«© When an this golden form ſhall fall, 
And ſpread with duſt its parent plain 7 

«© That duſt ſhall hear his genial Fall 
os And riſe, to glory riſe again, 

© To thee, my gracious Pow'r, to BIEN 
My love, my heart, my life, are due; 

% Thy goodneſs gave that life to be; 

"0 "Thy: e that life renew. 


% Ah me! one moment from thy ſight _ 
That thus my truant-eye ſhould ſtray ! 
«© The god of glory ſets in night, 
His faithleſs flow r has loſt a a w 


Sore ſigh'd the flow'r, and droop'd her "Cy 

And ſudden tears her breaſt bedew'd ; 
Conſenting tears the ſiſters fed, 
And rapt in holy wonder, view'd. 


With joy, with pious pride elate, | 
“ Behold,” the aged abbeſs cries, 
% An emblem of that happier fate, 


i * 


66 Which Heay'n n bur. vs denies, IN at 


& See there the flatt'ring world portray'd, 


* In that dark look, that creeping pace! | 


No flow'r can bear the Toy's ſhade, 
No tree ſupport its cold Ge 1 


© The oak that rears it from the Were 
« And bears its tendrils to the ſkies, 
ce Feels at his heart the ranklin wound, 
*>06 And i in its pois' nous arms he dies!“ 
- 


Her 


g 1 mr 1] 
Her moral thus the niatron read, ' 
Studious to teach her childrendear, 


And they by love, or duty led. 
With pleaſure heard, or ſeem'd to ber, 


Yet one /zſs dutrous, not leſs fair, 

. n convents ſtill the tale is known): 
The fable heard with ſilent care, 

But found a moral of her own. 


The flower that ſmil'd along the day, 
And droop'd in tears at evening's fall ; 

Too well ſhe found her life diſplay, 

Too well her fatal lot recall. 


The envious Ju gloomy ſhade, 
That murder' d what it moſt embrac'd, 
Too well that cruel ſcene convey'd, 


Which all her fairer hopes effac'd. 


Her heart with ſilent horror ſhook : 

With ſighs ſhe fonght tier Tonety cen, 
To the dim light ſhe caſt one look ; 

And bade once more-the world farewell 


. % 
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oN LAURA“ GRAVE. 


4 


Bzxzarn yon” fow'ry tur, ane Ref head 


F 
* 


11 


E'er ſlept on earth's cold boſoni; lies afleep; a 


O earth ! enwrap her ſoft-: and ofet her du ay 
Let ev ry grace and ev ry virtue weep, ' * 
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The morn', as o'er the miſty plain ſhe treads, 
Shall ſprinkle on the ſod her pearly tears, 


And ofer her grave ſhall Eve delight to muſe © 
While airy dirges ſooth her liſt'ning ears. 


Oft' the blue nightly taper's ſtudious flame 
Shall weeping Fancy leave, and thro' the 8 
Steal, a ſad viſitant, to pour her plaints, : | 
And bend her penſive head o'er LAURA“ s tomb, 


Here ſhall ſhe ſee, the ſame due rites to pay 
With ſilent pace, in ſable weeds array'd ; 

Eye- ſtreaming forrow, and deep-ſighing love 
With trailing torch advance along the ſnade: 


The Muſes come and ſcatter wreaths around, 
Weav'd by the fingers of the infant year : 
Remembrance comes and hence departing loth, 

Oft turns the wiſhful look, and drops a tear. 


THE NATURAL BEAUTY. 


WI ETHER STet1a's eyes are found 
Fix'd on earth, or glancing round, 
If her face with pleaſure glow, 

If ſhe ſigh at others woe, 

If her eaſy air expreſs _ 
Conſcious worth, or ſoft-diſtreſs, 

| STeLLA's eyes, and air and face, :* 


Charm with undiminiſh'd grace, 
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If on her we ſee diſplayd 
Pendant gems, and rich brocade; 
If her chintz, with leſs expence, 
Flows in eaſy negligence: | _ 
Still ſhe lights the conſcious flame, 
Still her charms appear the — 
If ſhe ſtrikes the vocal ſtrings, 

If ſhe's ſilent, ſpeaks or ſings; 
If ſhe fit, or if ſhe move; 
Still we love, and ſtill approve. 


Vain the caſual, tranſient glance, 
Which alone can pleaſe by chance; 
Beauty which depends on art, 
Changing with the changing heart, 
Which demands the toilet's aid, 
Pendant gems, and rich brocade : 

I thoſe charms alone can prize, 
Which from conſtant nature riſe; 
Which nor circumſtance nor dreſs 
E'er can make or more or leſs. 


% * 
-. - : 
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THE SHEPHERD'S INVITATION. 


Couz 1 live with me and be my love, | 
And we will all the pleaſures prove ; 
That valleys, groves, or hill, or field, 

Or wood, or ſteepy mountain yield. 


There 


— 


— 
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There will we ſit upon the rocks, 


And ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks ; 


By ſhallow rivers, to. whoſe falls, 
Melodious birds ſing madrigals, 


There will I make thee ne 
With a thouſand fragrant poſies, 
A cap of flowers, and a-kirtle 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrele, | 


A gown, made of the fineft wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull "Ee 
Slippers lin'd choicely for the cold, 


With buckles of the pureſt gold. 


A belt of ſtraw and ivy bus 
With coral claſps, and amber ſtuds ;- | 
And if theſe pleaſures may thee move, 


Come live with me, and be my love. 


Thy filver diſhes for thy. meat, 
As precious as the gods do eat, 
Shall, on an iv'ry table be 
Prepar'd each day for thee and me- 


The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and ng 1 


For thy delight each Mar morning; 
I theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me and be my love. 
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I F all the world and love were young, 
And truth in every ſhepherd's tongue; 


_ Theſe pretty pleaſures might me move 
To live with thee += 107 y love. 


But time drives flocks from field to fold, 
Where rivers rage and rocks grow cold, 
And Pr1LomtL becometh dumb, 

The reſt complain of cares to come. 


The flow'rs that bloom in wanton field, 
To wayward winter reckoning yield; | 
A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 7 
Is fancy's ſpring, but ſorrow's fall, 


Thy gowns, thy ſhoes, thy beds of roſes, 
Thy cap, the kirtle, and thy poſies 
Soon break, ſoon wither, - ſoon, forgotten, 
In folly ripe, in reaſon rotten. 


Thy belt of ſtray, and ivy buds, - 
Thy coral claſps and amber ſtuds . - 
All theſe in me no mind can move, 
To come to thee and be thy love. 


What ſhould we talk of dainties (hes : 
Of better meat than's fit for nenn 
Theſe are but vain, that's only geod 
Which God bathe and ſent bern, 


* 4 
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But 
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But cool youth laſt, and love nil _—_ 


Had joy no date, and age no need ; H 1 
Then theſe delights my mind might move 


To live with thee and be thy love. 
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* PHOEBE ABSENT. 


* 


A PASTORAL BALLAD, 


WI ILE Winter deforms the rough year, 
While the ſwallow and martin are fled, 

All forlorn while the cattle appear, | 
And each grove hangs in ſorrow its head. 


While the ſtreamlet in fetters is bound, 
- And the north wind forbids it to flow, - 
While the low lands are frozen around, 

And the mountains are cover'd with mov: : 


While tempeſts frac over the land, 
And ruffle the waves of the main, 
While the billows beat high on the ſtrand, 
And all bleak is the face of the _ t 


In this ſeaſon ſo joyleſs and wild, - 


While the ſhepherds creep cloſe to their fre, 1 


And the dull lagging hours are beguil'd, 
With all that content can require: 


= 


'Tis | 
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"Tis my y fate no contentment to know, 
To find no relief of my care; 

Still my boſom with anguiſn muſt glow, 
For ſtill I muſt love and deſpair. 


O' er woodlands and mountains I roam, 
An exile from all that is dear; 

For what ſhould I do at my home ? 
My Prozse alas | is not there. 


On my fair one I call but in vain, 
She cannot lie hid in the grove; 


I trace not her ſteps on the plain, 
She is fled from her Cox rx and love. 


It is not that winds loudly roar, 

That tempeſts beat bleak on my head, 
Nor that Nature droops ſad, I deplore; 

I complain that my Puozss is fled. 


For P for was beauteous as Mar; 
She was gentle and kind as the dove, 

She was bright as the riſing of day, 
And fair as the mother of love. 


But yet ſhe has left my fond arms, 
Perhaps to thoſe climates to fly, 

Where Summer more powerful warms, 
And ſeeks for a favouring ſky. 


Yet the ſeaſons to me were the ſame 


While Prozse remain'd on the green, 


May I die if I mark'd when they came, 


While her preſence enliven'd the ſcene. 


But 


6 


But now though the fpring will return 
Though the ſeaſon again will be gay, $1 wioreyt 7 

Poor Cox vn for ever muſt mourn, © "© 
And * on the boſom of Mar; nn 


Ah ] return my dear charmer again; _ 
Return to your ſhepherd ſo true! oe 
Or elſe he will die of his pain; jn 
Who liv'd but for Love and for You. | 


. 1] 


* THE NYMPH'S: QUBSTION: 


Cansr thou, ſhepherd; canſt thou tell 
What it is to love too well? 

Tis to ſigh to pine and moan, 

To devour thy griefs alone; 

*Tis to feel thy boſom glow, 

With a throbbing pleaſing woe ; 

Tis to feel thy aking heart, © 

Deeply pierc'd by Curid's dart; 4a | 
Yet no means of cure to try, 
Pleas'd for whom thou lov?'/? 0 47 . 
Feel ſt thou this? then may'ft thou tell 
What it is to love too well. 


'Tis to nurſe a ſecret fire, 
Fed by ſtrong, yet chaſte deſire; 
"Tis to wiſh, to hope and fear; . 
"Tis great Curio to revere, 
Vet his pow'r to doubt, and ſigh, 
Oft in pangs of jealouſy. 
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Tis while preſent to adore, 

"Tis while abſent to deplore ” 4 
Tis to feel in each degree, 
Shepherd — what I feel for 1128 11 a 
Prove but this, and thou may ſt _ | 
What it is to A doo wheat | 


PARADISE, RESTORED. 


Stan 00 with curious eye 
In Aſiatic climes, where TYcr1s' wave, 

Mixt with EurnraTzs in tumultuous joy, 
Doth the broad plains of BaBYLONIA lave. 


'Tis gone with all its charms ; and like a dream, 
Like-BaBYLon itſelf, is ſwept away; | 
Beſtow one tear upon the mournful theme 
But let it not thy gentle heart diſmay. 
For know whererdd love and virtue guide, 
They lead us to a ſtate of heavenly bliſs, 
Where joys unknown to guilt and ſhame preſide, 
And Poe. unalloy'd each hour increaſe. 


Behold that grove, whoſe waving boughs admit, 
Through the live CoLoxape, the fruitful hill, 

A moving proſpe& with fat herds replete, 
Whoſe lowing voices all the valley fill, 
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There, through the ſpiry graſs where glides the broo. 
(By yon' tall poplat which eres its head i 

Above the verdure of the neighb' ring oak 5 1 
And gently murmurs o'er its — bed. 


PRIIAN DER and Cr onA, happy pair ! 
Taſte the cool breezes of the genile wind ; 

Their breaſts from guilt their looks are free from care, 
Sure index of a calm contented mind; 


"Tis here in virtuous. lore the ſtudious fair 
Informs her babes, nor ſcorns herſelf t'improve, 

While in his ſmile ſhe lives, whoſe pleaſing care 
Diſpenſes e from the lips of love. 


No wild deſires can ſpread their poiſon here, 
No diſcontent their peaceful hours attend 5 

Falſe joys, nor flatt'ring hopes, nor ſervile fear 
Their gentle minds with jarring paſſions rend. 


Here oft in pleaſing, ſolitude they rove, 
Recounting o'er the deeds of former days; 

With inward joy their well ſpent time approve, 
And feel a recompence beyond all praiſe ; 


— 


Or in ſweet converſe through the grove or near 
Ihe fountains brink, or where the arbour ſnade 
Beats back the heat, fair Virtue's voice they hear 

More muſical by ſweet en made. 


Tis to ſuch virtue that the power Supreme 
Ihe choiceſt of his bleſſings hath defign'd, 
And ſhed them plenteous over every clime, 
The calm delights of an untainted mind. 5 
| | | re 
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Ere yet the ſad effects of fooliſh Pride, 
And mean Amdition ſtill employ'd in ſttife 


And Luxury did o'er the world preſide 
Deprav'd the taſte, and pall'd the joys of life. 


For ſuch the Spring, in richeſt mantle clad, 

Pours fourth her beanties through the gay parterre; 
And Autumn's various boſom is o'er ſpread 

With all the bluſhing fruits that crown the year. 


Such Summer tempts, in golden beams array'd, 
Which o'er the fields in borrow'd glow, 

To meditate beneath the cooling ſhade 
Their happy ſtate, and whence their bleſſings flow, 


E'en rugged Winter varies but their joy, 
Painting the cheek with freſh vermilion hue ; 

And thoſe rough froſts which ſofter frames annoy. 
With vig'rous health their ſlack'ning nerves renew. 


From the dank boſom of the dappled morn 
To P;orBUs ſhining with meridian light, 
Or when mild ev'ning does the ſky adorn, 
Or the pale moon rides through the ſpangled night. 


The varying ſcenes in every virtuous ſoul 
(Each pleaſing change with various pleaſures bleſt, 
Raiſe chearful hopes, and anxious fears controul, 
And form a Paradiſe of inward reſt. 


36k te ODE 
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OopE 0 CUPID. | 
"It. 

3M ME, a roſy di impled boy, 93 
Source of every heart- felt joy, 
Leaye the bliſsful bow'rs awhile, 
Paros and the Cyprian iſle: 
Viſit BxITAIx's rocky ſhore, 
Britons too thy pow'r adore. | 
Britons hardy, bold and free, 
Own thy laws, and yield to thee ; 
Source of every heart-felt joy, 
Come, thou roſy dimpled boy. © 


Haſte to SYLv1a, haſte away, 
This is thine and HYmzx's day; 
Bid her thy ſoft bondage wear, 
Bid her for Love's rites prepare. 
Let the Nymphs with many a flow'r 
Deck the ſacred nuptial bow'r. c 
Thither lead the lovely fair, 
And let Hymen too be there: 
This is thine and HyYmzn's day, 
Haſte to SYLvia, haſte away. 


Only while we love, we live, 
Love alone can pleaſure give ; 
Pomp and-pow'r, and tinſel ſtate; 
Theſe falſe pageants of the great, 
Crowns and ſcepters, envied things, 
And the pride of Eaſtern kings, 
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Are but childiſh, empty toys, 
When compar'd to Love's ſweet joys. 
Love alone can pleafure give, 
Only while we = we live. 


AN ANACREONTIC. 


Ix: the dead of the ind when with labour oppreſs'd, 
All mortals enjoy the calm bleſſing of reſt ; 

Cupid knock'd at my door, I awak'd with the noiſe, 
And “who is it (I aſk d) that my ſleep thus deſtroys ?”” 


« You need not be frighten'd, he anſwered mild, 
« Let me in; I'ma little unfortunate child ; L 
4 "Tis a dark rainy night ; and Pm wet to the ain; ; 
And my way 1 have loſt ; fodo; pray, let me in.” 


I was moy'd with compaſſion, and ſtriking a light; ; 
I open'd the door when a boy ſtood in fight, 
Who had wings on his ſhoulders, the rain from him 
dripp'd, 
With a — ich arrows too he n 


1 ſtirr'd up my fire, and cloſe by its ſide, 
I ſet him down by me: with napkins, Edry'd, 
I chafd him all over, kept out the cold air, 
And I wrung with my hands the wet out of his hair. 


He from wet and from cold was no ſooner at eaſe, 


But taking his bow up, he ſaid, If you pleaſe 
„We will try it; I would by experiment know 


« If the wet hath not damag'd the firing of my bow.” 
3 Forth- 
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Forthwith from his quiver an arrow he drew, 


To the ſtring he apply'd it, and twang went the yew. 
The arrow was gone ; in my boſom it center'd : 


No ſting of a hornet more ſharp ever enter d. 


Away kipp'd the urchin, as briſk as a bee, 
And laughing, I wiſh you much joy friend, (quoth he) 
„My bow is undamag'd, for true went the dart; 

* ut mn will have trouble enough with your heart.” 


THE COMPARISON. 


On me ! that reſtleſs bliſs ſo ſoon ſhould fly ! 
Still as I think my yielding maid to gain, 
And flatt'ring hope ſays all my Joys are nigh; 

— Officious jealouſy renews my pain, 


When cold ſuſpenſe and torturing deſpair, 
- When pauſing doubt, and anxious fear's no more, 
home idle falſhood haunts my liſt' ning ear, 
And wakes my heart to all it felt before. 


One treads the mazes of the puzzled dance 
With eaſy ſtep, and unaffected air, 

Falſe rapture feigns, or rolls a meaning glance, 
To catch the open eaſy-hearted fair. 


Another boaſts a more ſubſtantial claim ; 
For him, fair plenty fills her golden horn; 
A thouſand flocks ſupport his haughty flame, 
A . acres e with waving corn. 
N | But 
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But I nor tread the mazes of the dance 
With eaſy ſtep, and unaffected air, 


Nor rapture feign, nor roll a meaning glance 
To catch the open eaſy-hearted fair. 


I boaſt not Fortune's more ſubſtantial claim, 

| For me nor Plenty fills her golden horn, 

Nor wealthy flocks ſupport my humble flame ; 
Nor ſmiling acres crown'd with waving corn. 


Say, will thy gen*rous heart for theſe reject 
A tender paſſion, and a ſoul ſincere: 

For though with me you've little to expect, 
Believe my, SYLVIAa, you have leſs to fear. 


Come let us tread the flow'ry paths of peace, . 
*Till fate ſhall ſeal th' irrevocable doom; 

Then ſoar together to yon” realms of bliſs, 
And leave our mingled aſhes in the tomb, 


Perhaps ſome tender ſympathetic breaſt, 
That knows with ſorrow's elegance to moan, 
May ſearch the charnel where our relics reſt, 
And grave our mem” 14 on the faithful ſtone. 


«« Tread ſoft, ye fora, o'er this hallow'd ground, 
«« Here lies fond Damon by his SYLv1a's fide; 

Their ſouls in Life by mutual love were bound, 
% Nor Death the laſting union could divide.“ 


M 3 | | LAURA's 
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L AURA S WALK. 


Tun ſun, far funk in his deſcent, 
Laid now his tyrant rays aſide, 

When Laura to thę garden went, 
To triumph over Nature's pride. 


{ 
The roſe-buds bluſh'd with deeper dye, 
The envious lilies paler grew; 
The vi'lets droop'd with fear to ſpy 
On LAuRA's veins a richer blue. 


She ſtoop'd, and gather'd as ſhe went, 


But whilſt ſhe ſlaughter'd, ſweetly ſmil'd, 


As angels though for ruin ſent, 
Appear with looks ſerene and mild. 


But now grown weary with her toil, 
A garland for her brow ſhe fra mes; 
And with proud trophies from the ſpoil, 
Her Conqueſt o'er the Spring proclaims, 


— 


THE UNHAPPY LOVER. 


R ETIR' D from any mortal's ſight, 
The penſive Damon lay, | 

He bleſs'd the diſcontented night, 

And curs'd the ſmiling day. 


* 
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The tender ſharers of his pain, 
His flocks, forbore to graze, 
But ſadly fix'd around the ſwain, 

Like filent mourners gaze. 


He heard the muſic of the wood, 
And with a ſigh reply'd, 
He ſaw the fiſh ſport in the flood, 
And wept a deeper tide. | r 


In vain the Summer's bloom came on, 

For ſtill the drooping ſwain, 

Like Autumn winds was heard to groan, 
Out-wept = Winter's rain. 


* Some eaſe (aid he) ſome reſpite x give, 
« Why, cruel pow'rs, ah! Why, 
Am] too much diſtreſs'd to live, 
« And yet forbid to die?“ 


Such accents from the ſhepherd flew, 
Whilſt on the ground he lay, 

At laſt ſo deep a ſigh he drew, 
As bore his life away. - 


——»/1 „ 2: 


AR N Os VAL E. 


| War N here, Lucinyda, firſt we came, 
Where Axzno rolls his ſilver ſtream, . 
How briſk the nymphs, the ſwains how gay, 


Contept inſpir'd each rural lay; 
M 4 | The 
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The bird i in livelier concert ſung, 
The grapes in thicker cluſters hung; 1 
All look'd as joy could never fail, 4 
Amidſt the ſweets of Ax NO s vale. 


But ſince the good PaLzmon died, 
The chief of ſhepherds, and the pride, 
Our Aa xo's ſons muſt now give place, 
To Northern ſwains, an iron race ; x 
The taſte of pleaſure now is o'er, 
Thy notes, Lucinda, charm no more; 
Soft Pleaſure flies, the Gorns prevail, 
Adieu the ſweets of Ax xo's vale. 


636ꝗ3.3 eeeeenI 
A PASTORAL BALLAD. 


H OW ſweet to recal the ſoft moments of joy! 
"Tis this, and this only, can abſence employ, , 
Can eaſe my fond heart, and beguile my ſoft pain, 
Till I ſee with delight my dear charmer again. 

Ah! who ever knew ſuch full tranſports as I, 

While with her the ſwift minures unheeded paſs'd bys 
Alas! with the ſweet recollection I burn, 

* back your delights, ye dear moments return |! 


Ah me! what delights in my boſom would riſe, 
While with eager attention I've hung on her -, / - 
And watch'd the kind beams of . compaſſion and love, 
While the pity'd my paſſion, and ſeem'd to approve ; 
Ah me! with what raptur'd attention I've hung, 

To catch the ſweet accents that flow'd from her 
tongue, | When 
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When tenderneſs bade the dear maiden” impart, * © 
The pleaſing ſenſations that glow'd in her heart. 


O how does my fair-one conſume the long day ?- 

Is the charmer quite eaſy when I am away ? 

Indeed if our thoughts like our hearts ſhould agree, 

The dear lovely maiden is thinking on me: 

Ah! did ſhe but think with ſuch fondneſs as I, 

How much would ſhe grieve, and how. oft* would ſhe 
ſigh ? 

Vet with ſo much fond Love may ber boſom ne'er 
burn, x 

If the Gighs as I ſigh, fie mewn übe. 


But why do I wander? why ſigh thus alone? 
Alas ! *tis the loſs of my fair that I moan. 
Why thus ev'ry hour does my ſorrow increaſe ? 
Alas! it is abſence that ruins my peace. 
Why ſwells my ſad boſom with fear and with grief? 
Ah! nought but her preſence can bring me relief. - 
Why thus down my cheek trickles faſt the big tear? 
Alas! can I help it ?—my fair is not here. 


Till I nouriſh'd this paſſion I all unconcern'd, 
Saw peace my companion wherever I turn'd ; 
Till now with my heart all at eaſe I could reſt, 
And a ſigh was a ſtranger unknown to my breaſt ; - 
What then is this Love? and why do 1 endure 
Theſe griefs in my mind, nor endeavour to cure ? 
When thus my fond heart is o'erwhelm'd with deſpair, 
And I know no delight when away from my fair ? 


Yet, CorLin, theſe pains, ſpite of all thou haſt ſaid, 
By one hour of her preſence are far over-paid, 


0 


Theſe ſorrows from abſence which now you deplore, 
Then vaniſh, are loſt, and are thought of no more. 
Recal thoſe raſh words, and forbear to complain, 
Since the next tender meeting rewards all your pain, 
Let ſweet Expectation then leſſen your care, 
Let Hope ſoften Abſence, and keep off Deſpair. 
4 oy 

Sure, ſure thoſe dear pleaſures once more will 
return, 
How long in this abſence diſtreſs'd muſt I mourn ? 
How long muſt I wiſh, while my lot I implore, 
That dear angel-face !---could [ ſee it once more? 
That dear angel- voice !---Time, how ſwift didſt thou 

ſeem, 

While I liſten'd enchanted as Love was her theme ? 
O come thoſe dear hours, and to ſoothe my fond pain, 
Love again be her theme ; let me liſten again. 


How dull and how flow do the moments retreat ? 

Time was when they flew---now there's lead on their 
feet : 

Ye loit*rers, be gone; why ſo long do you ſtay ? . 

Ye fly when I'm with her, ye creep when away. 

Ah Corix ! how fooliſh Time's progreſs to blame, 

His paces are equal, his motion's the ſame ; * 

J vas the joy of her preſence made Time appear fleet, 

*Tis the pain of her _ adds lead to his feet, 


* 


CLARA?*s 
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CLARA?s TRIUMPH. 


"Tw AS not by Beauty s aid alone, 

That Love uſurp'd his airy throne, 
His boaſted power diſplay'd ; 

Tis Kindneſs that ſecures his aim, 

'Tis Hope that feeds the kindling flame, 
Which Beauty firſt convey'd. 


In CLara's eyes the light'nings view, 

Her lips with all the roſe's hue, 

_ Have all its ſweets combin'd ; 

Yet vain the bluſh, and faint the fire, 

Till lips at once, and eyes conſpire, 
To prove the charmer kind, 


Though Wit might gd the tempting ſnare 
With ſofteſt accent, ſweeteſt air, . 
By Envy's ſelf admir'd; 
If LesBia's wit betray'd ber ſcorn, 
In vain might ev'ry Grace adorn 
What ev'ry Muſe inſpir'd. 


Thus airy STzEPHon tun'd his lyre, 

He ſcorn'd the pangs of wild deſire, 
Which love-ſick ſwains endure; 

Reſolv'd to brave the keeneſt dart, 

Since frowns could never wound his heart, 
And ſmiles muſt never cure. 


But ah !' how falſe theſe maxims prove, 
How frail ſecurity from Love, 
Experience hourly ſhews ; 
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Love can Imagin'd ſmiles fupply ; 
On every charming lip and eye, 
| Krarnial ſweets beſtows. 


In vain we truſt the fait-one's eyes, 

In vain the ſage explores the ſkies, 
To learn from ſtars his fate; 

Fill led by Fancy wide aſtray, 

He finds no planet mark his way, 
Convine'd and wie too late. 


As partial to their wadks we prove, 

Then boldly join the liſts of Love, . 
With _— hopes ſupply'd, 

So heroes taught by doubtful ſhrines, 

- Miſtook their deity's deſigns, 

Then took the field---and died. 


A” AN EPITAP H. 


Iz eer ſharp forrow-from thine eyes did flow ; 
If &er thy boſom felt another's woe ; 
If e'er fair beauty's charms thy heart did prove; 
If e' er the offspring of thy virtuous love 
Bloom'd to thy wiſh, or to thy ſoul was dear, 
This plaintive marble aſks thee for a tear ; 
For here, alas! too early ſnatch'd away, 
All that was loyely Death has made his prey: 
No more her cheeks with crimſon roſes vie, 
No more the diamond ſparkles in her eye; 
Her 
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Her breath no more its balmy ſweets can boaſt, 

Alas ! that breath with all its ſweets is loſt; 7 
Pale now thoſe lips where bluſhing rubies hung, 
And mute the charming muſic of her tongue 

Ye. virgins fair, your fading charms ſurvey, 

She was whate'er your tender ſighs can ſay; 

To her ſweet memory, for ever dear, 

Let the green turf receive your trickling tear; 

To this ſad place your earlieſt garlands bring. 

And deck her grave with firſtlings of the Spring; 
Let op' ning roſes, drooping lilies tell, 

Like thoſe the bloom'd, and ah! like theſe ſhe fell ; 
In circling-wreaths let the pale ivy grow, 

And diſtant yews a ſable ſhade beſtow ; 

Round her, ye Graces, conſtant vigils keep, 

And guard, fair Innocence, her ſacred fleep ! 
Till that bright morn” ſhall wake the beauteous clay, 
To bloom and ſparkle in eternat day. 


CHLOE'S RESOLUTION. 


| A S Caios on flow'rets reclin'd o'er the ſtream, 
She ſigh'd to the breeze, and made 2 her theme ; 
Though pleaſant the ſtream, and though cooling the 
breeze, 

And the flow'rets tho? fragrant, ſhe panted for eaſe. 

The ſtream it was fickle, and haſted away, 
It kiſs'd the ſweet banks, but no longer could ſtay ; _ 
Though beauteous, inconſlant, and faithleſs, tho' fair, 
Ah Cor ix! look in and behold thyſelf there. 

The 
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The breeze that ſo ſweet on its hoſom did play, | 
Now roſe to a tempeſt, and darken'd the day ; 


As ſweet as the breeze, and as loud as the wind, 
Such CoLin when angry, and CoLin when Find. 


The flow'rets when gather'd ſo beauteous and ſweet, 
Now fade on her boſom and die at her feet ; ; 
So fair in their bloom and fo foul in decay, 
Such Cor ix when preſent, and Col ix away. 


In rage and deſpair from the ground ſhe aroſe, 
And from her the flow'rets. ſo faded ſhe throws; 
She weeps in the ſtreams and ſhe ſighs to the wind, 
And reſolves to drive CoLix quite out of her mind ; 


But what her reſolves when her Col ix appear'd ? 
The ſtream it ſtood till, and no tempeſt was heard, 

The flow'rets recover'd their beautiful hue, | 
She found he was kind, and believ'd he was true. 


THE MIDNIGHT LOVER. 


7 i 
TIs night, dead night, and o'er the plain 
Darkneſs extends her ebon ray, 
While wide along the gloomy ſcene 
Deep Silence holds her ſolemn ſway : 


Throughout the earth no chearful beam 
The melancholic eye ſurveys, 
Save where the glow worm's magic gleam, 
The wand' ring traveller betrays. 


* 


The 
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The birds and beaſts {ſo Heav'n decrees) 

No longer through the foreſt rove ; | 

All Nature reſts, and not a breeze 
Diſturbs the ſtillneſs of the grove : 


All Nature reſts ; in Sleep's ſoft arms . 
The village ſwain forgets his care ; 
Sleep, that the ſting of ſorrow charms, 


And heals all ſadneſs but deſpair: 


Deſpair alone his power denies, 


And, when the ſun withdraws his rays, © 


To the wild beach diſtracted flies, 
Or chearleſs through the deſart ftrays ; 


Or to the church-yard's horrors led, 
While fearful echoes burſt around, 
On ſome cold ſtone he leans his head, 
Or throws his body on the ground. 


To ſome ſuch drear and folemn ſcene, 
Some friendly pow'r direct my way, 
Where pale Misfortune's haggard train, 

(Sad luxury !) delight to ſtray. 


Wrap'd in the-ſolitary gloom, 
Retir'd from life's fantaſtic crew, 

Reſign'd, P11 wait my final doom, 
And bid the bufy world adieu. 


The world has now no joy for me, 
Nor can life now one pleaſure boaſt, 

Since all my eyes deſir'd to ſee, 

My wiſh, my hope, my aL, is loſt; 
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since snz was form'd to pleaſe and bleſs | 
So wiſe, ſo innocent, ſo fair, 4 

Whoſe converſe fweet made ſorrow leſs, [? 
And brighten'd all the gloom of care; 


Why ſhould Heav'n favour Lycon's claim? 
| Why are my heart's beſt wiſhes croſs'd ? 
What fairer deeds adorn his name ? 

What nobler merit can he boaſt Ko ts 


What higher worth in him was found: 
My true heart's ſervice to outweigh! 
A ſenſeleſs fop---a dull compound 
Of ſcarcely animated clay! | being Tha 


He dreſs'd, indeed, he danc'd with eaſe, | 
And charm'd her by repeating o'er, : 

Unmeaning raptures in her praiſe, | 
That twenty fools had ſaid before. 


But I, alas! who thought all Art, 

My paſſion's force would meanly prove, 
Could only boaſt an honeſt heart, 
And claim'd no merit but my Love. 


Have I not ſate, ye conſcious hours Y 
Be witneſs---while my STELLA ſung, 

From morn?” to eve, with all my powers 
Rapt in th' inchantments of her tongue! 


\ 


Ye conſcious hours that ſaw me ſtand 
Entranc'd in wonder and ſurprize, 
In filent rapture preſs her hand, | 
With paſſion burſting from my eyes 
5 | ö Have 
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* Tou RN, gentle hermit of the dale, 
« And guide my lonely way, 

& To where yon' taper chears the vale a 
« With e ray. 


3 For here, rler 2 loſt I tread, 


« With fainting ſteps. and flow, , | 
« Where wilds immeaſurably ſpread, | 

„ Seem length'ning as I go.“ 

a | \ 

c Forbear, my ſon,” the hermit cries, 

« To tempt the dang'rous gloom ; 
% For yonder faithleſs phantom flies, 
« Tolure thee to thy doom. 


« Here to the houſeleſs child of want 
« My door is open ſtill, 
And though my portion is but bent, 
I give it with goof will, , | 


4 Then turn to-night, and freely mare * 
„ Whate'er my cell beſto ps: 
«« My ruſhy couch, and frugal fare, 
hs 6 bleſſing, and repoſe. 


ocks that range the rlley free 
2 ghter I condemn; ko Fats 
cc Taught by that Bow'r who pits» my = 
I learn to pity, them: | you 
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, But 


t 1 1 
re But from the mountaln's grafly fide 
A guiltleſs feaſt I bring; 


« A ſcrip with herbs and fruits 
„% And water from the ſpring. 


: % Then, pilgrim, turn! Thy — m 


All earth-born cares are wrong : 
% Man wants but little here betow; 
% Nor wants that little long.“ 


Soft as the dew from heav'n deſcends, 
His gentle accents fell ; 


The modeſt ſtranger lowly bends, ag 


And follows to the cell. 


Far in a wilderneſs obſcure 
The lowly manſion lay, , 

A refuge to the neighb'ring poor 
And ſtrangers led aſtray, © 


No ſtores beneath its humble chatcb, 
Requir'd a maſter's care, 

The wicket opꝰ ning with a latch, | 
Receiv'd the harmleſs pair. 


And now when, buſy crowds retire 
To take their ev'ning reſt, 
The hermit trimm'd his little "—_ 
And chear'd his penſive:gueſt; 


And ſpread his ſtore, 
And gaily talk d, and ſmil'd, 


The ling'ring hour , 


And ſkill'd in legendary lore, - n tr. I 
7 
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Around in ſympathetic mirth 
Its tricks the kitten tries; 


The cricket chirrups in the hearth, 
The crackling faggot flies, - 


But nothing could « charm impart, 
To ſoothe the ſtranger's woe 
For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears * to flow. 


His riſing cares the hermit Grd, 
With anſwering care oppreſt, - 

„And whence, unhappy youth,” be cry'd, 
% The ſorrows of thy breaſt? . 


« From better habitations ſpurn'd. 
1% Reluctant doſt thou rove? © . 

«© Or grieve for Friendſhip „ 
«« Or unreguarded Love ? 


Alas! the days that Fortune bringe 

Are trifling and decay; 

« And thoſe who prize the paltry ming. 
00 More trifling ſtill than they. 141582 


« And what is Friendfbip bat a name, 
4 A charm that lulls 28 8 


1 A ſhade that follows Wealth or 
10 And leaves the wretch to weep ? 


« And Love has ſtill an emptier Gund, 2 


« The modern fair-one's jeſt; 
On earth unſeen, or only found” 
Fo warm the turtle's neſt.— 


. For 


[ am } 


«« For ſhame, feud path, they ſervers backs 


« And ſpurn the ſex” he ſaid: 
But while he ſpoke, 4 riſing bluſh 
His love- lorn gueſt . 


Surpris d, he ſees new beauties riſe, 
| Swift mantling to the view, 

Like colours o'er the ſries,. 
As bright, as tranſient too, 


The bafful bob, the rifug broaf, 
Alternate ſpread , alarms, 


The lovely ſtranger ſtands confeſt 2 I 
A maid in all her charms. | 


% And ah! forgive a ſtranger rude, 
« A wretch forlorn,”” the cry d, 
«© Whbſe feet unhallow'd thus intrude: 
7 Where Heav'n and you rede. 


e But let a maid thy pity ſnare, 
«© Whom Love has taught to ſtray; - 

Who ſeeks for Ref, e 
«© Companion of ber way. 1 


„ My father liv'd beſide the Tru, 

« A wealthy Lord was he z 0 
& And all his wealth was EONS COAy 

He had but only me. 2 * 


e To win me from his tender arms 

1 Unnumber'd ſuitors came, | 

1% Who prais'd me in , 
And felt or feign'd a flame, 


10 
Each 


N 
ec Each hour a mercenary crowd 
* With richeſt-proffers ſtrove; 


ce Among the reſt young Epwin bow d, 
« But never talk'd of Love. 


cc In humble, ſimpleſt habit clad, 
o wealth or pow'r had he 
60 — and worth were all he bad. ; 


— 


n t 2; pri 


o The bloſſom op' ning to the day, 0 
6 The des of heav'n refin'd, 

4 Could nought of purity pia | 
« To emulate his ming 


e The dew, the bloſſoms: of the tree, 


6 With charms inconſtant ſhine; 
6, Their charms were his; but, woe to me 
« Their conflancy was mine. 


& For ſtill I try'd each fickle art, 
«© Importunate and; vain, - 

. And while his paſſion touch'd my — 
« I triumph'd in his pain; 


& Till quite dejected with my ſcorn. 
«« He left me to my pride, 

« And ſought a ſolitude forlorn 
« In ſecret, where he died. 


But mine the ſorrow, mine the fault, 
4% And well my life ſhall pay, 
« P11 ſeek the ſolitude he ſought, - 
* ſtretch me where he lay.--- 


- 


I 4 
- 
=» 


« And 


1 3 J 
&« And there forlorn, deſpairing, bal, err: 
I'll lay me down and di˖e $407 


« "Twas ſo for me that Bowen did, | 
« And fo for bin will J“ 


« Forbid it Heav'n!” the hermit ed. Vf 9 
And claſp'd her to his breaſt; $1744 
The wond'ring fair-one turnꝰd to 0 183 
»Twas Epwin's ſelf that preſt. And 200 


« Turn, AncB8Lina, ever dear, > 1 
« My charmer turn to ſee 

% Thy own, thy long-loſt Eowin bea, 
* Reſtor'd to Love and thee. 


Thus let me hold thee to my heart. 
And ev'ry care reſign un- pert 

% And hall we never, never part. 
My life my all that's mine ? 


4 No, never from this hour to part, 
« We'll live and love fo true; 
The ſigh that rends thy conſtant hearts, 
% Shall break thy * 8 . * 


0 4 * 
Cl ', wile. 4 . 
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NANCY, A LOVE $ONG. 


On Naxer, wilt thou an 20 b . 
Nor ſigh to leave the flaunting'town, © 
Can ſilent glens have charms for thee, ih 
The lowly cot and ruſſet gown? / 
3 No 


14 1 


No longer dreſt'd in filken ſheen, 

No — deck'd with jewels rare, 
Say canſt thou quit each courtly ſcene, 
_ Where thou waſt faireſt of the fair? 


O Naxcr, when thou'rt far away, 
Wilt thou not caſt 'a wiſh behind ? 

Say canſt thou face the parching ray, 
Nor ſhrink before-the wintry wind ? 


O can that ſoft and gentle mien 
Extremes of hardſhip learn to bear? 

Nor ſad regret each courtly ſcene, | 

Where thou waſt faireſt of the fair? 


O Nancy, canſt-thou love ſo true, 
Through perils keen with me to go; 

Or when thy ſwain miſhap ſhall rue, 

F To ſhare with him the 6 


Say ſhould' diſeaſe or pain befal, 
Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care, 
Nor wiſtful thoſe gay ſcenes recal, 

Where thou waſt faireſt of the fair? 


And when at laſt thy love ſhall die, 


Wilt thou receive his parting breath? 


Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling ſigh, 


And chear with miles the bed of Death? 


And wilt thou va his breathleſs clay 


Strew flow'rs, and drop the tender tear,. 


Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, | 
Where thou waſt faireſt of the fair? 


4 


VERSES 
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VERSES WRITTEN ON VALENTINE 
MORNING. 


* 


H. AR K through the ſacred ſilence of the "night, 


Loud Chanticleer doth ſound his clarion ſhrill, 
Hailing with ſong the firſt pale gleam of light, - 
© That floats the dark brow of you! eaſtern hill. 


Bright ſtar of morn', Oh! ! leave not yet the wave, 
To deck the dewy frontlet of the day, 

Nor thon Avzora, quit Tir noxus' cave, 
Nor drive retiring darkneſs yet away, 


Ere theſe my ruſtic hands a garland twine, 

Ere yet my tongue indite a ſimple ſong, | 
For her I mean to hail my VaLexTiNE, 

, Sweat maiden, faireſt of the virgin r 


"RF is the morn' N and ſweet the gentle breeze, 
That fans the fragrant boſom of the Spring, 

Sweet chirps the lark, and ſweeter far than theſe, 
The yon love-ſong cooing turtles ang. 


O let the flow'rs be fragrant as the morn”, 


2d 


And as the turtle's ſong my ditty ſweet; 128 


Thoſe flow'rs my woven chaplet muſt 8 
That ditty muſt my waking mer greet. 


And thou, bleſt ſaint, whom ha creatures Join 
In one enliv'ning ſymphony to hail, 
Oh be propitious, gentle VaLenTINE, 

And let each holy, tender ſigh inen 


0 ay 


- 
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Oh! 2 e me to approach my ſleeping love, 
ſtrew her pillow with the eſheſ flowrs, ... +, 

No ſigh anhallow'd ſhall my boſom move, 
Nor ſtep profane pollute my true Love's bow” rs, 


At ſadred diſtance only will I gaze, 
Nor bid my unreproved eye refrain, | 

Meanwhile my tongue ſhall chaunt her beauty's praiſe, 
And hail her ſleeping with the. gentleſt ſtrain, 


cc Awake, my fair, awake, for it is time; 
* Hark ! thouſand ſongſters riſe from yonder grove, 
&« And, riſing, carol this ſweet hour of prime, 
% Each to his mate, a roundelay of love!“ 


ce All Nature ſings the Hymeneal ſong, 
* All Nature follows, where the Spring invites z 
% Come forth my Love, to us theſe joys belong, 
% Our: is the Spring, and all her young delights * 


For us ſhe throws profuſely forth her ſhow'rs, 
Which in freſh chaplets joyful I will twine; 

Come forth my fair, O do not loſe theſe hours, 
But wake, and be my faithful VaLenTinEg, 


Full many an hour all lonely have I ſigh'd, 

Nor dar'd the ſecret of my Love reveal, 
Full many a fond expedient have I tried, 2 

My * wiſh in ſilence to conceal. 


This * reſoly'd, I dare to- plight my vow, 
This day, long ſince the feaſt of Love decreed, 
Embolden'd will I ſpeak my flame, nor thou 
| Refuſe to hear how ſore my heart does bleed, 
Ls Yet 
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Yet if I ſhould behold my Love awake, 
Ah frail reſolves, ah whither will ye fly ? 


Full well I know I ſhall not filence break, —_ 
But, ſtruck with awe, almoſt for fear ſhall die... 


Oh no! I will not truſt a fault'ring ſpeech, '. ' 

| In broken phraſe an aukward tale to tell; T4 

A tale, whoſe tenderneſs no tongue can reach, 
Nor ſofteſt melody can utter well. 


But my meek eye, beſt herald to my heart, | 
I will compoſe to ſoft and downcaſt look, 
And at one humble glance it ſhall impart 
My Love, nor fear the language be miſtook, 


For ſhe ſhall read (apt ſcholar at this lore) 

With what fond paſſion my true boſom glows, 
How hopeleſs of return I ſtill adore, 

Nor dare the boldneſs of my wiſh diſcloſe. - 


Should ſhe then fmile---yet ah! ſhe ſmiles on all, 
Her gentle temper pities all diſtreſs ; | 
On ev'ry hill, each vale, the ſun-beams fall, 

Each herb and flow'r, each tree and ſhrub they bleſs, - 


Alike all Nature grateful owns the boon, 
The univerſal ray to all is free; 

Like fond EDym1on ſhould I hope the moon, 
Becauſe among the ref ſhe ſhines on me? 


Hope, vain preſumer, keep, oh keep away! 
Ev'n if my woe her gentle boſom move, 

Pity ſome look of kindneſs may diſplay ; 

But each ſoft glance is not a look of Love. 


Yet, 
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Yet, heav'nly viſitant, thou doſt not quit 
Thoſe bow'rs where angels ſweet diviſion fing, 


Nor deign'ſt thou on mortal ſhrine to fit 
Alone ; for round thee: ever on the * 


Glad choirs of Loves attend, and hov'ring wait 
Thy mild command g of theſe thy blooming train, 
O bid ſome ſylph in morning dreams relate, | 
Ere yet my Love awake, my ſecret pain. 


* 
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